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PAGAN PAPERS
by Kenneth Grahane
The Romance of the Road

Anmong the many places of magic visited by Pantagruel and his conpany
during the progress of their fanbus voyage, few surpass that island

whose roads did literally ""go'' to places -- ““ou les chenins

chem nent, comm®e ani maul x'': and woul d-be travel |l ers, having inquired
of the road as to its destination, and received satisfactory reply,
““se guindans'' (as the old book hath it -- hoisting thensel ves up on)

““au chenmi n opportun, sans aultrenent se poiner ou fatiguer, se
trouvoyent au lieu destiné."'

The best exanmple | know of an approach to this excellent sort of
vitality in roads is the Ri dgeway of the North Berkshire Downs. Join
it at Streatley, the point where it crosses the Thanes; at once it
strikes you out and away fromthe habitable world in a splendid,

pur poseful manner, running al ong the highest ridge of the Downs a
broad green ribbon of turf, with but a shade of difference fromthe
nei ghbouri ng grass, yet distinct for all that. No villages nor
honesteads tenpt it aside or nodify its course for a yard; should you
| ose the track where it is blent with the bordering turf or merged in
and obliterated by criss-cross paths, you have only to wal k strai ght
on, taking heed of no alternative to right or left; and in a nmnute
"tis with you again -- arisen out of the earth as it were. O, if
still not quite assured, lift you your eyes, and there it runs over
the brow of the fronting hill. Wiere a railway crosses it, it

di sappears indeed -- hiding Al pheus-like, fromthe ignoniny of rubble
and brick-work; but alittle way on it takes up the running again with
the same qui et persistence. Qut on that al nost trackl ess expanse of
billow Downs such a track is in some sort humanly conpani onable: it
really seens to |lead you by the hand.

The ““Rudge'' is of course an exceptional instance; but indeed this

pl easant personality in roads is not entirely fanciful. It exists as a
characteristic of the old country road, evolved out of the prinmitive
prehistoric track, devel oping according to the needs of the land it
passes through and serves: with a | anguage, accordingly, and a neani ng
of its own. Its special services are often told clearly enough; but
nmuch el se too of the quiet story of the country-side: sonmething of the
old tal e whereof you learn so little fromthe printed page. Each is
instinct, perhaps, with a separate suggestion. Sone are nmartial and
historic, and by your side the hurrying feet of the dead raise a
ghostly dust. The nane of yon town -- with its Roman or Saxon suffix
to British root -- hints at nuch. Many a strong man, wanting his vates
sacer, passed silently to Hades for that suffix to obtain. The little
rise up yonder on the Downs that breaks their straight green line

agai nst the sky showed anot her sight when the sea of battle surged and
beat on its tranpled sides; and the Ronan, sore beset, nay have gazed
down this very road for relief, praying for night or the succouring
legion. This child that swings on a gate and peeps at you from under
her sun-bonnet -- so nay sone girl-ancestress of hers have watched
with beating heart the Wssex |evies hurry along to clash with the
heat hen and break them on the down where the ash trees grew. And
yonder, where the road sw ngs round under gl oony overgrow h of

dr oopi ng boughs -- is that gleam of water or glitter of |urking
spears?
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Some sing you pastorals, fluting lowin the hot sun between dusty
hedges overl ooked by contented cows; past farnsteads where man and
beast, living in frank fell owship, |learn pleasant and serviceabl e

| essons each of the other; over the full-fed river, lipping the
nmeadow sweet, and thence on either side through | eagues of hay. O

t hrough bending corn they chant the nystical wonderful song of the
reaper when the harvest is white to the sickle. But nost of them

avoi ding classification, keep each his several tender significance; as
with one | know, not so far fromtown, which woos you fromthe valley
by gentl e ascent between nut-l|aden hedges, and ever by sone touch of
keen fragrance in the air, by sonme nystery of added softness under

foot -- ever a prom se of sonething to cone, unguessed, delighting.
Till suddenly you are anong the pines, their keen scent strikes you
through and through, their needles carpet the ground, and in their
swayi ng tops nmoans the unappeasable wind -- sad, ceaseless, as the cry

of a warped hunmanity. Sonme paces nore, and the promise is fulfilled,
the hints and whi sperings becone fruition: the ground breaks steeply
away, and you | ook over a great inland sea of fields, honesteads,
rolling woodl and, and -- bounding all, blent with the horizon, a
greyness, a gleam-- the English Channel. A road of prom ses, of

hi nted surprises, followi ng each other with the inevitable sequence in
a mel ody.

But we are now in another and stricter sense an island of chem ns qui
chem nent: doninated, indeed, by them By these the traveller
veritably se guindans, may reach his destination " sans se poiner ou
se fatiguer'' (with large qualifications); but sans very nuch el se
wher eof he were none the worse. The gain seens so obvious that you
forget to miss all that |ay between the springing stride of the early
start and the pleasant weari ness of the end approached, when the |inbs
lag a little as the lights of your destination begin to glinmer
through the dusk. Al that lay between! ""A Day's Ride a Life's
Romance'' was the excellent title of an unsuccessful book; and i ndeed
the journey should march with the day, beginning and ending with its
sun, to be the conplete thing, the golden round, required of it. This
nakes that mind and body fare together, hand in hand, sharing the
hope, the action, the fruition; finding egqual sweetness in the |anguor
of aching linbs at eve and in the first god-like intoxication of
notion with braced nuscle in the sun. For walk or ride take the m nd
over greater distances than a throbbing whirl with stiffening joints
and cranped |inbs through a dozen counties. Surely you seemto cover
vaster spaces with Lavengro, footing it with gipsies or driving his
tinker's cart across |lonely comopns, than with nany a gl obe-trotter or
steam yachtsman with diary or log? And even that dividing line --
strictly marked and rarely overstepped -- between the nan who bicycl es
and the nan who wal ks, is less due to a prudent regard for personal
safety of the one part than to an essential difference in m nds.

There is a certain supernal, a deific, state of nind which may indeed
be experienced in a mnor degree, by any one, in the siesta part of a
Turki sh bath. But this particular golden glow of the faculties is only
felt at its fulness after severe and prol onged exertion in the open
air. A man ought to be seen by the gods,'' says Marcus Aurelius,
““neither dissatisfied with anything, nor conplaining.'' Though this
does not sound at first hearing an excessive demand to nake of

hunmanity, yet the gods, | fancy, look |ong and often for such a sight
in these unbl est days of hurry. If ever seen at all, 'tis when after
many a nmle in sun and wind -- maybe rain -- you reach at last, with

the folding star, your destined rustic inn. There, in its honely,
confortabl e strangeness, after unnunbered chops with country ale, the
hard facts of life begin to swimin a golden nmist. You are isled from
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accustomed cares and worries -- you are set in a peculiar nook of
rest. Then old failures seempartial successes, then old | oves cone
back in their fairest form but this time with never a shadow of
regret, then old jokes renew their youth and flavour. You ask nothing
of the gods above, nothing of nmen below -- not even their conpany.
To-norrow you shall begin life again: shall wite your book, make your
fortune, do anything; nmeanwhile you sit, and the jolly world sw ngs
round, and you seemto hear it circle to the nmusic of the spheres.
What pipe was ever thus beatifying in effect? You are aching all over,
and enjoying it; and the scent of the limes drifts in through the

wi ndow. This is undoubtedly the best and greatest country in the
worl d; and none but good fellows abide in it.

Laud we the Gods,
And | et our crooked snokes clinb to their nostrils
From our bl est altars.

The Romance of the Rai

In these iron days of the doni nance of steam the crowni ng wong that
is wought us of furnace and piston-rod lies in their annihilation of
the steadfast nystery of the horizon, so that the inmagination no

| onger begins to work at the point where vision ceases. |n happier
times, three hundred years ago, the seafarers fromBristol City | ooked
out fromthe prows of their vessels in the grey of the norning, and
wot not rightly whether the | and they saw might be Jerusal em or
Madagascar, or if it were not North and South America. "~ And there be

certaine flitting islands,'' says one, "~ which have been oftentines
seene, and when nen approached near themthey vanished.'' "It may be
that the gulfs will wash us down,'' said Uysses (thinking of what

Americans call the “~“getting-off place''); ""it may be we shall touch
the Happy Isles.'' And so on, and so on; each with his special hope or
“"wild surnise.'' There was al ways a chance of touching the Happy
Isles. And in that first fair world whose men and manners we knew

t hrough story-books, before experience taught us far other, the Prince
nounts his horse one fine norning, and rides all day, and sleeps in a
forest; and next norning, |o! a new country: and he rides by fields
and granges never visited before, through faces strange to him to
where an unknown King steps down to wel cone the nysterious stranger
And he nmarries the Princess, and dwells content for many a year; til
one day he thinks “°I will |ook upon ny father's face again, though
the I eagues be long to ny own land.'' And he rides all day, and sl eeps
in a forest; and next norning he is nade wel cone at home, where his
nane has beconme a dimnenory. Wiich is all as it should be; for
annihilate tinme and space as you may, a nan's stride renains the true
standard of distance; an eternal and unal terable scale. The severe
hori zon, too, repels the thoughts as you gaze to the infinite

consi derations that lie about, within touch and hail; and the night
conet h, when no man can work

To all these natural bounds and linmtations it is good to get back now
and again, froma life assisted and smooth by artificialities. \Were

i ron has superseded nuscle, the kindly life-blood is apt to throb dul
as the nmeasured beat of the steamengine. But the getting back to them
is nowa matter of effort, of set purpose, a stepping aside out of our
ordi nary course; they are no | onger unsought influences towards the
maki ng of character. So perhaps the tine of them has gone by, here in
this second generation of steam Pereunt et inputantur; they pass

away, and are scored against not us but our guilty fathers. For

oursel ves, our peculiar slate is probably filling fast. The romance of
the steamengine is yet to be captured and expressed -- not fully nor
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worthily, perhaps, until it too is a vanished regret; though Enerson
for one will not have it so, and maintains and justifies its right to
i medi ate recognition as poetic material. ~"For as it is dislocation
and detachnent fromthe life of God that makes things ugly, the poet,
who re-attaches things to Nature and the whole -- re-attaching even
artificial things and violations of Nature to Nature by a deeper

i nsight -- disposes very easily of the nost disagreeable facts''; so

that he | ooks upon “~“the factory village and the railway'' and "~ sees
themfall within the great Order not | ess than the bee-hive or the
spider's geonetrical web.'' The poet, however, seens hard to convince
hereof. Emerson will have it that ““Nature |loves the gliding train of
cars''; ““instead of which'' the poet still goes about the country
singing purling brooks. Painters have been nore flexible and liberal.
Turner saw and did his best to seize the spirit of the thing, its
kinship with the elenents, and to blend furnace-glare and rush of iron
with the stormshower, the wind and the thwart-flashing sun-rays, and
to make the whol e a single expression of irresoluble force. And even

in a certain work by another and a very different painter -- though |
willingly acquit M Frith of any deliberate romantic intention -- you
shall find the elenent of romance in the vestiges of the old order
still lingering in the first transition period: the coach-shaped

railway carriages with |uggage piled and corded on top, the red-coated
guard, the little engine tethered well ahead as if between traces. To
those bred within sight of the sea, steaners will always partake in
somewhat of the " “beauty and mnmystery of the ships''; above all, if
their happy chil dhood have | ain anong the gl eam ng | ochs and si nuous
firths of the Western Hi ghl ands, where, twi ce a week maybe, the
strange visitant crept by headl and and bay, a piece of the busy,
nysterious outer world. For mnyself, | probably stand al one in owning
to a sentinmental weakness for the night-piercing whistle --
judiciously renmote, as sone nmen love the skirl of the pipes. In the
days when streets were less wearily familiar than now, or ever the
gol den cord was quite |loosed that |ed back to relinqguished fields and
wi der skies, | have lain awake on stifling sunmer nights, thinking of
| uckier friends by noor and stream and |istening for the whistles
fromcertain railway stations, veritable "“horns of Elf-land, faintly

bl owi ng.'' Then, a ghostly passenger, | have taken ny seat in a
phantomtrain, and sped up, up, through the map, rehearsing the
journey bit by bit: through the furnace-lit Mdlands, and on till the
grey glinrer of dawn showed stone walls in place of hedges, and nasses
| ooming up on either side; till the bright sun shone upon brown

| eapi ng streans and purpl e heather, and the clear, sharp northern air
streaned in through the wi ndows. Return, indeed, was bitter

Endymion-like, ““ny first touch of the earth went nigh to kill"'"': but
it was only to hurry northwards again on the w ngs of inagination,
fromdust and heat to the dear nountain air. ~~W are only the

chil dren who ni ght have been,'' nurnured Lanmb's dream babes to him
and for the sake of those dreamjourneys, the journeys that might have
been, | still hail with a certain affection the call of the engine in
the night: even as | love sonetines to turn the enchanted pages of the

railway a b ¢, and pass fromone to the other nane reniniscent or
suggestive of joy and freedom Devoni an maybe, or savouring of Wssex,
or bearing ne away to sonme sequestered reach of the qui et Thanes.

Non Li bri Sed Liberi

It will never be clear to the lay m nd why the book-buyer buys books.
That it is not to read themis certain: the closest inspection always
fails to find himthus engaged. He will talk about them-- all night
if youlet him-- wave his hand to them shake his fist at them shed
tears over them (in the small hours of the norning); but he will not
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read them Yet it would be rash to infer that he buys his books

wi thout a renote intention of ever reading them Mst book |overs
start with the honest resolution that some day they will " “shut down
on'' this fatal practice. Then they purpose to thenselves to enter
into their charned circle, and close the gates of Paradi se behind
them Then will they read out of nothing but first editions; every day
shall be a debauch in |arge paper and tall copies; and crushed norocco
shall be familiar to their touch as buckram Meanwhile, though, books
continue to flaunt their venal charns; it would be cowardice to shun
the fray. In fine, one buys and continues to buy; and the proni sed
Sabbat h never cones.

The process of the purchase is always nmuch the same, therein
resenbling the famliar but inferior passion of love. There is the
first sight of the Object, acconpanied of a catching of the breath, a
trenmbling in the linbs, |oss of appetite, ungovernable desire, and a
habit of nelancholy in secret places. But once possessed, once toyed
with anmorously for an hour or two, the Qbject (as in the inferior
passion aforesaid) takes its destined place on the shelf -- where it
stays. And this saith the scoffer, is all; but even he does not fail
toremark with a certain awe that the owner goeth thereafter as one
possessi ng a happy secret and radiating an inner glow. Mreover, he is
i nsufferably conceited, and his conceit waxeth as his coat, now
condemed to a fresh termof servitude, groweth shabbier. And shabby

though his coat may be, yet will he never stoop to renew its pristine
youth and gl oss by the price of any book. No nman -- no human,
mascul i ne, natural nan -- ever sells a book. Men have been known in

nonents of thoughtl essness, or conpelled by tenporary necessity, to
rob, to equivocate, to do nmurder, to commit what they should not, to
““wince and relent and refrain'' fromwhat they should: these things,
howbeit regrettable, are common to humanity, and may happen to any of
us. But ammt eur bookselling is foul and unnatural; and it is

not eworthy that our |anguage, so capable of particularity, contains no
di stinctive nane for the crinme. Fortunately it is hardly known to
exist: the face of the public being set against it as a flint -- and
the trade giving such wetched prices.

I n book-buying you not infrequently condone an extravagance by the
reflection that this particular purchase will be a good investnent,
sordidly considered: that you are not squandering incone but sinking
capital. But you know all the tinme that you are lying. Once possessed,
books devel op a personality: they take on a touch of warm human life
that Iinks themin a manner with our kith and kin. Non angli sed
Angeli was the comrent of a missionary (old style) on the small hunman
duodeci nos exposed for sale in the Roman market-place; and nany a
buyer, when sone fair-haired little chattel passed into his
possessi on, nust have felt that here was sonething vendi bl e no nore.
So of these you may well affirm Non libri sed |iberi; children now,
adopted into the circle, they shall be trafficked in never again.

There is one exception which has sadly to be made -- one class of nen,
of whom | would fain, if possible, have avoi ded nention, who are
strangers to any such scruples. These be Executors -- a word to be

strongly accented on the penultimte; for, indeed, they are the comon
headsnmen of collections, and nost of all do whet their bl oody edge for
harm ess books. Hoary, fanous old collections, budding young

collections, fair virgin collections of a single author -- all go down
before the executor's renorsel ess axe. He careth not and he spareth
not. ~“The iniquity of oblivion blindly scattereth her poppy,'' and it

is chiefly by the hand of the executor that she doth |ove to scatter
it. May oblivion be his portion for ever!
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O a truth, the foes of the book-lover are not few One of the nost
i nsi di ous, because he coneth at first in friendly, helpful guise, is
t he bookbi nder. Not in that he bindeth books -- for the fair binding

is the final crown and flower of painful achievenent -- but because he
bi ndeth not: because the weary weeks | apse by and turn to nonths, and
the nmonths to years, and still the binder bindeth not: and the heart

grows sick with hope deferred. Each norn the nmai den bi nds her hair,
each spring the honeysuckl e binds the cottage-porch, each autumm the
harvester binds his sheaves, each winter the iron frost binds | ake and
stream and still the bookbi nder he bindeth not. Then a secret voice
whi spereth: “~“Arise, be a nan, and slay him Take himgrossly, full of
bread, with all his crines broad-blown, as flush as May; At gam ng,
swearing, or about sone act That hath no relish of salvation init!'
But when the deed is done, and the floor strewn with fragnents of

bi nder -- still the books remai n unbound. You have nade all that
horrid nmess for nothing, and the weary path has to be trodden over
again. As a general rule, the man in the habit of nurdering

bookbi nders, though he perfornms a distinct service to society, only
wastes his own tine and takes no personal advantage.

And even supposing that after many days your books return to you in

| eathern surcoats bravely tricked with gold, you have scarce yet

weat hered the Cape and sailed into hal cyon seas. For these books --
wel |, you kept them many weeks before binding them that the

ol eagi nous printer's-ink night fully dry before the necessary
hanmering; you forbore to open the pages, that the autocratic binder
m ght refold the sheets if he pleased; and now that all is over --
consummat um est -- still you cannot properly enjoy the harvest of a
qui et mnd. For these purple enperors are not to be read in bed, nor
during nmeals, nor on the grass with a pipe on Sundays; and these brief
periods are all the whirling times allow you for solid serious
reading. Still, after all, you have them you can at |east pulverise
your friends with the sight; and what have they to show agai nst thenf
Probably some mi serable score or so of half-bindings, such as | ead you
scornfully to quote the hackneyed coupl et concerning the poor |ndian
whose untutored m nd cl othes him before but | eaves hi mbare behind.
Let us thank the gods that such things are: that to sone of us they
gi ve not poverty nor riches but a few good books in whol e bindings.
Dowered with these and (if it be vouchsafed) a cup of Burgundy that is
sound even if it be not old, we can leave to others the foamn ng grape
of Eastern France that was vintaged in '74, and with it the whole
range of shilling shockers, -- the Barnecidal feast of the purposefu
novel i st -- yea, even the countless series that tell of Em nent Wnen
and Successful Men

Loafi ng

When t he gol den Summer has rounded | anguidly to his close, when Autum
has been carried forth in russet w nding-sheet, then all good fellows
who | ook upon holidays as a chief end of |ife return fromnoor and
stream and begin to take stock of gains and | osses. And the wi sest,
realising that the tine of action is over while that of reniniscence
has begun, realise too that the one is pregnant with greater pleasures
than the other -- that action, indeed, is only the neans to an end of
reflection and appreciation. Wsest of all, the Loafer stands apart
suprene. For he, of one mnd with the phil osopher as to the end, goes
straight to it at once; and his happy summer has accordi ngly been
spent in those subjective pleasures of the m nd whereof the others,
the men of nuscle and peeled faces, are only just beginning to taste.
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And yet though he may a little despise (or rather pity) them the
Loaf er does not dislike nor altogether shun them Far fromit: they
are very necessary to him For "~ ~Suave mari nmagno'' is the notto of
your true Loafer; and it is chiefly by keeping ever in viewthe
struggl es and the clanorous jostlings of the unenlightened nmaking
holiday that he is able to realise the bliss of his own condition and
mai ntain his self-satisfaction at boiling-point. And so is he never
very far away fromthe track beaten by the hurrying Philistine hoof,
but hovers nore or |ess on the edge of it, where, the sole fixed star
am dst whirling constellations, he may watch the mad world " gl ance,
and nod, and hurry by.""'

There are many such centres of contenplation along the Wst Coast of
Scotl and. Few pl aces are better |oafing-ground than a pier, with its
tranquil “~“lucid interval'' between steaners, the ever recurrent throb
of paddl e-wheel, the rush and foam of beaten water anong the piles,
spl ash of ropes and runbl e of gangways, and all the attendant hurry
and scurry of the human norrice. Here, tanquamin specul o, the Loafer
as he lounges may, by attorney as it were, touch gently every stop in
the great organ of the enotions of nortality. Rapture of neeting,
departing woe, love at first sight, disdain, |aughter, indifference --
he may experience themall, but attenuated and as if he saw themin a
dream as if, indeed, he were Heine's god in dream on a nountai n-side.
Let the drowsy deity awake and all these puppets, emanations of his
dream will vanish into the nothing whence they cane. And these

enoti ons may be renewed each norning; if a fair one sail to-day, be
sure that one as fair will land to-norrow. The supply is

i nexhausti bl e.

But in the South perhaps the happiest |oafing-ground is the gift of
Fat her Thanes; for there again the contrast of violent action, with
its blisters, perspiration, and the like, throws into fine relief the
bliss of "“quietism'' | knowone little village in the upper reaches
where | oafing may be pushed to high perfection. Here the early hours
of the nmorning are vexed by the voices of boaters naking their way
down the little street to the river. The nost of them go staggering
under hanpers, bundl es of waterproofs, and so forth. Their voices are
clamant of feats to be acconplished: they will row, they will punt,
they will paddle, till they weary out the sun. Al this the Loafer
hears through the open door of his cottage, where in his shirt-sleeves
he is dallying with his bacon, as a gentlenman should. He is the only
one who has had a confortable breakfast -- and he knows it. Later he
will issue forth and stroll down in their track to the bridge. The

| ast of these Argonauts is pulling lustily forth; the river is dotted
wi th evani shing bl azers. Upon all these lunatics a pitil ess Phoebus
shines triunphant. The Loafer sees the |last of themoff the stage,
turns his back on it, and seeks the shady side of the street.

A holy cal m possesses the village now, the foreign el enent has passed
away Wi th shouting and wavi ng of banners, and its natural life of
somol ency is in evidence at last. And first, as a true Loafer shoul d,
et himrespectfully greet each several village dog. Arcades anbo --

| oafers likewise -- they lie there in the warm dust, each outside his
own door, ready to return the snallest courtesy. Their own | ords and
nmasters are not given to the exchange of conplinents nor to greetings
in the market-place. The dog is generally the better gentlenan, and he
is aware of it; and he duly appreciates the loafer, who is not too
proud to pause a nonent, change the news, and pass the tine of day. He
will mark his sense of this attention by rising fromhis dust-divan
and acconpanying his caller sonme steps on his way. But he will stop
short of his neighbour's dust-patch; for the norning is really too hot
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for a shindy. So, by easy stages (the street is not a |long one: six
dogs will see it out), the Loafer quits the village; and now the world
is before him Shall he sit on a gate and snoke? or lie on the grass
and snmoke? or snoke aimessly and at |arge along the road? Such a

choi ce of happiness is distracting; but perhaps the last course is the
best -- as needing the least nmental effort of selection. Hardly,
however, has he fairly started his first daydream when the snappish
““ting'' of a bellkin recalls himto realities. By comes the

bi cyclist: dusty, sweating, a piteous thing to | ook upon. But the
irritation of the strepitant netal has jarred the Loafer's always
exqui site nerves: he is fain to clinb a gate and nmake his way towards
solitude and the breezy downs.

Up here all vestiges of a sordid humanity di sappear. The Loafer is
alone with the south-west wind and the blue sky. Only a carolling of
larks and a tinkling fromdistant flocks break the broodi ng noonday
still ness; above, the wi nd-hover hangs notionless, a black dot on the
bl ue. Prone on his back on the springy turf, gazing up into the sky,
his fleshy integunent seens to drop away, and the spirit ranges at

will among the tranquil clouds. This way Nirvana nearest lies. Earth
no | onger obtrudes herself; possibly sonmewhere a thousand niles or so
below himthe thing still "““spins like a fretful nidge.'' The Loafer

knows not nor cares. His is now an astral body, and through gol den
spaces of imagination his soul is winging her untrammelled flight. And
there he really might remain for ever, but that his vagromspirit is
call ed back to earth by a gentle but resistless, very human sumons,

-- a gradual, consum ng, Pantagruelian, god-like, thirst: a thirst to
thank Heaven on. So, with a sigh half of regret, half of anticipation,
he bends his solitary steps towards the nearest inn. Tobacco for one
is good; to commune with oneself and be still is truest w sdom but
beer is a thing of deity -- beer is divine.

Later the Loafer nmay decently nmake sonme concession to popul ar taste by
strolling down to the river and getting out his boat. Wth one paddl e
out he will drift down the stream just brushing the flowering rush
and the neadow sweet and taking in as peculiar gifts the varied sweets
of even. The | oosestrife is his, and the arrow head: his the distant
noan of the weir; his are the glories, anber and scarlet and silver,

of the sunset-haunted surface. By-and-by the boaters will pass him
honewar d- bound. Al are blistered and sore: his withers are unw ung.
Most are too tired and hungry to see the sunset glories; no corporea
pangs clog his asthesis -- his perceptive faculty. Sone have
quarrelled in the day and are no | onger on speaking ternms; he is at
peace with hinmself and with the whole world. O all that |ay them down
inthe little village that night, his sleep will be the surest and the
sweetest. For not even the blacksmth hinmself will have better claim
to have earned a night's repose.

Cheap Know edge

When at tinmes it happens to ne that | 'gin to be aweary of the sun
and to find the fair apple of life dust and ashes at the core -- just
because, perhaps, | can't afford Mel anpus Brown's |ast vol une of poens

in large paper, but nust perforce condescend upon the two-and-si xpenny
edition for the mllion -- then | bring nyself to a right tenper by
recalling to menory a sight which now and again in old days would
touch the heart of nme to a happier pulsation. In the long, dark wi nter
eveni ngs, outside sone shop wi ndow whose gaslight flared brightest
into the chilly street, | would see sone |lad -- sonetines even a girl
-- book in hand, heedless of cold and wet, of aching Iinbs and

strai ning eyes, careless of jostling passers-by, of rattle and turnoil
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behi nd them and about, their happy spirits far in an enchanted worl d:
till the ruthless shopnman turned out the gas and brought them rudely
back to the bitter reality of cranped | egs and nunbed fingers. ~ M
brother!'' or ~"M sister!'' | would cry inwardly, feeling the link
that bound us together. They possessed, for the hour, the two gifts
nost precious to the student -- light and solitude: the true solitude
of the roaring street.

Sonmehow this vision rarely greets me now. Probably the Free Libraries
have suppl anted the flickering shop lights; and every |lad and | ass can
enter and call for M ss Braddon and batten thereon ““in luxury's

sofa-lap of leather''; and of course this boon is appreciated and
profited by, and we shall see the divine results in a year or tw. And
yet sonetines, |like the dear old Baron in the """ Red Lamp,'' °°

wonder ?'

For nyself, public |ibraries possess a special horror, as of lonely
wast es and dragon-haunted fens. The stillness and the heavy air, the
feeling of restriction and surveillance, the nute presence of these
other readers, "“all silent and all dammed,'' conbine to set up a
nervous irritation fatal to quiet study. Had I to choose, | would
prefer the windy street. And possibly others have found that the
renoval of checks and obstacl es nakes the path which | eads to the

di vine mountain-tops less tenpting, nowthat it is |less rugged. So
full of human nature are we all -- still -- despite the Radica

n ssionaries that |labour in the vineyard. Before the National Gllery
was extended and rearranged, there was a little "~ St Catherine'' by
Pi nturicchio that possessed nmy undivided affections. In those days she
hung near the floor, so that those who woul d worshi p nust grovel; and
little | grudged it. Wenever | found nyself near Trafal gar Square
with five mnutes to spare | used to turn in and sit on the floor
before the object of ny love, till gently but firnmy replaced on ny

| egs by the attendant. She hangs on the line now, in the grand new
room but | never go to see her. Sonmehow she is not ny "~ St
Catherine'' of old. Doubtless Free Libraries affect many students in
the same way: on the same principle as that now generally accepted --
that it is the restrictions placed on vice by our social code which
nmake its pursuit so peculiarly agreeable.

But even when the el enent of human nature has been fully allowed for,
it remains a question whether the type of nmind that a generation or
two of Free Libraries will evolve is or is not the one that the world
nost desi derates; and whet her the spare readi ng and consequent fertile
t hi nki ng necessitated by the old, or gas-lanp, style is not productive
of sounder results. The cloyed and congested nmind resulting fromthe
free run of these grocers' shops to omnivorous appetites (and al

young readers are omivorous) bids fair to produce a race of literary
resurrection-men: a result fromwhich we may well pray to be spared.

O all forns of lettered effusiveness that which exploits the original
work of others and professes to supply us with right opinions
thereanent is the | east wanted. And whether he take to literary
expression by pen or only wag the tongue of him the grocer's boy of
letters is sure to prove a prodigious bore. The Free Library, if it be
fulfilling the programme of its advocates, is breeding such as he by
scores.

But after all there is balmin Glead; and nmuch joy and consol ation
may be drawn fromthe sorrowful official reports, by which it would
appear that the patrons of these libraries are confining their
reading, with a charming unanimty, exclusively to novels. And indeed
they cannot do better; there is no nore blessed thing on earth than a
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good novel, not the least nmerit of which is that it induces a state of
passi ve, unconscious enjoynment, and never frenzies the reader to go
out and put the world right. Next to fairy tales -- the original

worl d-fiction -- our nmodern novels may be ranked as our nobst precious
possessions; and so it has conme to pass that | shall now cheerfully
pay ny five shillings, or ten shillings, or whatever it may shortly

be, in the pound towards the Free Library: convinced at last that the
noney is not wasted in training exponents of the subjectivity of this
witer and the objectivity of that, nor in developing fresh inmtators
of dead discredited styles, but is righteously devoted to the support
of whol esone, honest, unpretendi ng novel -readi ng.

The Rural Pan
An April Essay

Thr ough shady Thrognorton Street and about the vale of Cheapside the
restless Mercury is flitting, with furtive eye and voice a little
hoarse frombidding in the market. Further west, down classic
Piccadilly, noves the young Apollo, the lord of the unerring (satin)
bow, and not hi ng neaner than a frock-coat shall in these latter years
float round his perfect linbs. But renpte in other haunts than these
the rural Pan is hiding, and piping the |ow, sweet strain that reaches
only the ears of a chosen few. And now that the year wearily turns and
stretches herself before the perfect waking, the god enbol dened begins
to blow a clearer note.

When t he waki ng conmes at last, and Sunmmer is abroad, these deities

wi || abroad too, each as his several attributes nove him Wwo is this
that flieth up the reaches of the Thames in steamlaunch hired for the
day? Mercury is out -- sone dozen or fifteen strong. The fl ower-gemed
banks crunmbl e and slide down under the wash of his ranpant screw, his
wake is marked by a line of |obster-claws, gold-necked bottles, and
fragments of veal -pie. Resplendent in blazer, he nay even be seen to
enbrace the slimwai sted nynph, haunter of green (roon) shades, in the
full gaze of the shocked and scandal i sed sun. Apollo neantine
reposeth, passively beautiful, on the |awn of the Guards' Cub at

Mai denhead. Here, O Apollo, are haunts neet for thee. A deity

subj ectively inclined, he is neither objective nor, it nust be said
for him at all objectionable, |ike themof Mercury.

Meanwhi | e, nor | aunches nor |lawns tenpt himthat pursueth the rural
Pan. In the hushed recesses of Hurl ey backwater where the canoe may be
paddl ed al nost under the tunbling conb of the weir, he is to be | ooked
for; there the god pipes with freest abandonnment. O under the great

shadow of Streatley Hll, ““annihilating all that's nade to a green
thought in a green shade''; or better yet, pushing an explorer's prow
up the renote untravelled Thanme, till Dorchester's stately roof broods

over the quiet fields. In solitudes such as these Pan sits and
dabbles, and all the air is full of the music of his piping.

Sout hwards, again, on the pleasant Surrey downs there is shouting and
jostling; dust that is drouthy and | anguage that is sultry. Thither
conmes the young Apollo, calnmly confident as ever; and he neeteth
certain Mercuries of the baser sort, who do hi m obei sance, call him
captain and lord, and then proceed to skin himfromhead to foot as
thoroughly as the god hinself flayed Marsyas in days of yore, at a
certain Spring Meeting in Phrygia: a good instance of Tine's revenges.
And yet Apollo returns to town and swears he has had a grand day. He
does so every year. Qut of hearing of all the clanmour, the rural Pan
may be found stretched on Rannore Conmon, |oitering under Abinger

pi nes, or prone by the secluded stream of the sinuous Ml e, abounding
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in friendly greetings for his foster-brothers the dab-chick and
wat er - r at .

For a holiday, Mercury loveth the Pullnman Express, and a short hour
with a society paper; anon, brown boots on the pier, and the pl easant
combi nati on of Métropol e and Monopole. Apollo for his part will urge
the horses of the Sun: and, if he |l eaveth the society weekly to
Mercury, yet he loveth well the Magazi ne. From whi ch onphal os or hub
of the universe he will direct his shining teameven to the far
Hesperides of Richnmond or of Wndsor. Both iron road and | evel hi ghway
are shunned by the rural Pan, who chooses rather to foot it along the
sheep track on the linmtless downs or the thwart-1|eadi ng footpath

t hrough copse and spi nney, not w thout pleasant fellowship with
feather and fir. Nor does it follow fromall this that the god is
unsocial. Albeit shy of the conpany of his nore showy brother-deities,
he |l oveth the nore unpretentious humanki nd, especially themthat are
adscripti glebae addicted to the kindly soil and to the working
thereof: perfect in no way, only sinple, cheery sinners. For he is
only half a god after all, and the red earth in himis strong. Wen
the pelting stormdrives the wayfarers to the sheltering inn, anong
the little group on bench and settle Pan has been known to appear at
times, in honmely guise of hedger-and-ditcher or weather-beaten
shepherd fromthe downs. Strange |ore and quaint fancy he will then
inmpart, in the nusical Wssex or Mercian he has |l earned to speak so
naturally; though it nay not be till many a mle away that you begin
to suspect that you have unwittingly tal ked with hi mwho chased the
flying Syrinx in Arcady and turned the tide of fight at Marathon.

Yes: to-day the iron horse has searched the country through -- east
and west, north and south -- bringing with it Conmercialism whose god
is Jerry, and who studs the hills with stucco and garrotes the streans
with the girder. Bringing, too, into every nook and corner fashion and
chatter, the tailor-mde gown and the eyeglass. Happily a great part
is still spared -- how great these others fortunately do not know --
in which the rural Pan and his followi ng may hide their heads for yet
alittle longer, until the growi ng tyranny has invaded the | ast

common, spinney, and sheep-down, and driven the kindly god, the

wel | -wi sher to man -- whither?

Margi nal i a

American Hunt, in his suggestive "~ Tal ks about Art,'' demands that the
child shall be encouraged -- or rather pernitted, for the natura

child needs little encouragenent -- to draw when- and whereon-soever

he can; for, says he, the child's scribbling on the margin of his
school -books is really worth nore to himthan all he gets out of them
and indeed, "“to himthe nargin is the best part of all books, and he
finds init the soothing influence of a clear sky in a | andscape.'
Doubtl ess Sir Benjanin Backbite, though his was not an artist soul,
had sone dimfeeling of this mghty truth when he spoke of that new
quarto of his, in which “"a neat rivulet of text shall mneander through
a nmeadow of margin'': boldly granting the nargin to be of superior

i mportance to the print. This nmetaphor is pleasantly expanded in
Burton's "~ Bookhunter'': wherein you read of certain folios with
““their nmajestic streamof central print overflowing into rivulets of
mar gi nal notes, sedgy with citations.'' But the good Doctor |eaves the
mai n streamfor a backwater of error in inferring that the chief use
of margins is to be a parading-ground for notes and citations. As if
they had not absolute value in thenselves, nor served a finer end! In
truth, Hunt's child was vastly the w ser nan
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For nyself, ny own early nmargins chiefly served to note, cite, and
illustrate the habits of crocodiles. Along the lower or “~“tail'' edge,
the saurian, splendidly serrated as to his back, arose out of old
Ni | e; up one side negroes, swart as sucked | ead-pencil could lim
them let fall their nervel ess spears; up the other, nonkeys,

gi bbering with terror, swarned hastily up pal mtrees -- a plant to the
untutored hand of easier outline than (say) your British oak.
Meanwhi |l e, all over the unregarded text Bal bus slew Caius on the nost

i nadequat e provocation, or Hanni bal pursued his victorious career,
whi | e Roman general s delivered ornate set speeches prior to receiving
the usual satisfactory licking. Fabius, Hasdrubal -- all alike were
pallid shades with faint, thin voices powerless to pierce the

di stance. The margi ns of Cocytus doubtl ess knew them m ne were
dedicated to the nore attractive flesh and bl ood of animal |ife, the
vari ed phases of the tropic forest. O, in nore practical nood, |
woul d stoop to render certain facts recorded in the text. To these

di gressions | probably owe what little education | possess. For
exanpl e, there was one sentence in our Roman history: ~ "By this single
battl e of Magnesia, Antiochus the Geat lost all his conquests in Asia

Mnor.'"' Serious historians really should not thus forget thenselves.
'"Twas so easy, by a touch of the pen, to transform  “battle' into
““bottle''; for ““conquests'' one could substitute a word for which

not even Macaul ay's school -boy were at a |loss; and the result,
depicted with rude vigour in his margin, fixed the nanme of at |east
one ancient fight on the illustrator's nenory. But this plodding and
material art had small charmfor nme: to whomthe happy nargin was a
““clear sky'' ever through which | could sail away at will to nore
graci ous worlds. | was duly qualified by a painfully acquired

i gnorance of dead | anguages cautiously to approach nmy own; and 'twas
no better. Along MIton's margi ns the G yphon nust needs pursue the

Arimaspian -- what a chance, that Arinmaspian, for the imaginative
pencil! And so it has cone about that, while MIton periods are nostly
effaced from nenory by the sponge of Time, | can still see that

vengeful Gryphon, cousin-gernan to the gentle beast that danced the
Lobster Quadrille by a certain shore.

It is by no neans insisted upon that the chief end and use of nargins
is for pictorial illustration, nor yet for furtive ganes of oughts and
crosses, nor (in the case of hymn-books) for anorous mnissives scraw ed
against the canticle for the day, to be passed over into an adjacent
pew. as used, alas! to happen in days when one was young and godl ess,
and went to church. Nor, again, are the margins of certain poets
entrusted to man for the conposing thereon of infinitely superior
rhymes on the subjects thensel ves have naltreated: a depraved habit,
akin to scal ping. What has never been properly recognised is the
absolute value of the margin itself -- a value frequently superior to
its enclosure. In poetry the popular taste demands its nargin, and
takes care to get it in “the little verses wot they puts inside the
crackers.'' The special popularity, indeed, of lyric as opposed to
epic verse is due to this habit of feeling. A good exanple maybe found
in the work of M Swinburne: the latter is the better poetry, the
earlier renains the nore popular -- because of its el oquence of

margi n. M Tupper might |ong ago have sat with [ aureate brow but for
his neglect of this first principle. The song of Sigurd, our one epic
of the century, is pitiably unmargi ned, and so has never won the ful
nmeed of glory it deserves; while the ingenious gentlenan who wote
“"Beowul f,'" our other English epic, grasped the great fact fromthe
first, so that his work is much the nore popular of the two. The nora
is evident. An authority on practical book-making has stated that
"margin is a matter to be studied' '; also that “"to place the print
in the centre of the paper is wong in principle, and to be
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deprecated.'' Now, if it be “~“wong in principle,"' let us push that
principle to its legitinmate conclusion, and "~ deprecate'' the placing
of print on any part of the paper at all. Wthout actually suggesting
this course to any of our living bards, when, | may ask -- when shal

that true poet arise who, disdaining the trivialities of text, shal
give the world a book of verse consisting entirely of margi n? How we
shal |l shove and jostle for |arge paper copies!

The Eternal Wit her

There was once an old cashier in sone ancient City establishnent,
whose practice was to spend his yearly holiday in relieving sone
turnpi ke-nan at his post, and performng all the duties appertaining
thereunto. This was vulgarly taken to be an instance of nere
mll-horse enslavenent to his groove -- the reception of paynents; and
it was spoken of both in nockery of all mll-horses and for the due
adnmoni shnent of others. And yet that clerk had di scovered for hinself
an uni que nethod of seeing Life at its best, the flow ng, hurrying,
travelling, marketing Life of the H ghway; the |ife of bagman and
cart, of tinker, and pig-dealer, and all cheery creatures that drink
and chaffer together in the sun. He bel onged, above all, to the scanty
cl ass of clear-seeing persons who know both what they are good for and
what they really want. To know what you would like to do is one thing;
to go out boldly and do it is another -- and a rarer; and the sterile
fields about Hell-Gate are strewn with the corpses of those who woul d
an if they coul d.

To be sure, being bent on the relaxation nost congenial to one's soul,
it is possible to push one's disregard for convention too far: as is
seen in the case of another, though of an earlier generation, in the
sanme establishnment. In his office there was the customary
“Tattendance-book,'' wherein the clerks were expected to sign each
day. Here his nane one norning ceases abruptly from appearing; he
signs, indeed, no nore. Instead of signature you find, alittle later,

wit in careful commercial hand, this entry: ~"M --- did not attend
at his office to-day, having been hanged at eight o'clock in the
norni ng for horse-stealing.'' Through the faded ink of this record do

you not seemto catch, across the gulf of years, sone waft of the
jolly humanity which breathed in this prince anong clerks? A fornal
precisian, doubtless, during business hours; but with just this honest
| ove of horseflesh |urking deep down there in him-- unsuspected,
sweet eni ng the whole lunp. Can you not behold him freed fromhis
desk, turning to pursue his natural bent, as a city-bred dog still
striveth to bury his bone deep in the hearth-rug? For no filthy lucre,
you may be sure, but from sheer love of the pursuit itself! Al the
same, he erred; erred, if not in taste, at least in judgnent: for we
cannot entirely acquit himof blane for letting hinself be caught.

In these tane and tedi ous days of the policeman ranmpant, our

nel ancholy selves are debarred fromnany a sport, joyous and debonair,
wher eof our happier fathers were free. Book-stealing, to be sure,
renmains to us; but every one is not a collector; and, besides, 'tis a
di version you can follow with equal success all the year round. Still,
the instance nay haply be preghant with suggestion to many who wearily
ask each year, what new place or pursuit exhausted earth still keeps
for the holiday-maker. 'Tis a sad but sober fact, that the nost of nen
lead flat and virtuous |ives, departing annually with their fanmly to
sone flat and virtuous place, there to disport thenselves in a manner
that is decent, orderly, wholly uninteresting, vacant of every buxom
stinmulus. To such as these a suggestion, in all friendliness: why not
try crine? W shall not attenpt to specify the particular branch --
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for every one nust hinmself seek out and find the path his nature best
fits himto follow, but the general charm of the prospect nust be
evident to all. The freshness and novelty of secrecy, the artistic
satisfaction in doing the act of self-expression as well as it can
possi bly be done; the experience of being not the hunter, but the
hunted, not the sportsman, but the gane; the delight of conparing and
di scussing crines with your nmates over a qui et pipe on your return to
town; these new pleasures -- these and their like -- would furnish
just that gentle stinmulant, that peaceful sense of change so necessary
to the tired worker. And then the fact, that you would naturally have
to select and plan out your particular |ine of diversion wthout

advi ce or assistance, has its own advantage. For the nonent a man
takes to dinning in your ears that you ought, you really ought, to go
to Norway, you at once begin to hate Norway with a hate that ever wll
be; and to have Newl yn, Croner, or Dawish, Carinthia or the Austrian
Tyrol jammed down your throat, is enough to initiate the discovery
that your own individual weakness is a joyous and persistent |iking
for mansl aughter.

Some few seemto be born without nuch innate tendency to crinme. After
all, it is nostly a matter of heredity; these unfortunates are | ess
cul pabl e than their neglectful ancestors; and it is a fault that none
need really blush for in the present. For such as they there still
renmai ns the exanple of the turnpike-loving clerk, with all its gol den
possibilities. Denied the great delight of driving a | oconotive, or a
fire-engine -- whirled along in a glorious ninbus of snoke-pant,
spar k- shower, and hoarse warning roar -- what bliss to the pal efaced
quilldriver to command a penny steanboat between London Bridge and
Chel sea! to drive a four-horsed Jersey-car to Kew at sixpence a head!

Though turnpi kes be things of the past, there are still tolls to be
taken on nany a pl easant reach of Thanes. Wat happi ness in qui et
nonents to tend the | ock-keeper's flower-beds -- perhaps nake | ove to

hi s daughter; anon in busier times to |let the old gates swi ng, work
the groani ng wi nches, and hear the water |ap and suck and gurgle as it
slowy sinks or rises with its swaying freight; to dangle | egs over
the side and greet ol d acquai ntances here and there anobng the
parti-col oured wayfarers passing up or down; while tobacco palleth not
on the | ongest day, and beer is ever within easy reach. The iron
tetter that scurfs the face of our island has killed out the pleasant
life of the road; but many of its best conditions still linger round
these old toll gates, free fromdust and clatter, on the silent liquid
H ghway to the West.

These for the weaker brethren: but for himwho is consci ous of the
Gft, the path is plain.

Deus Ter m nus

The practical Ronman, stern constructor of roads and codes, when he
needs nust worship, loved a deity practical as hinself; and in his
parcelling of the known world into plots, saying unto this nan, Bide
here, and to that, Sit you down there, he could scarce fail to evolve
the god Terminus: visible witness of possession and dom nion, type of
solid facts not to be qui bbled anay. W Romans of this latter day --
so hailed by others, or conplacently christened by ourselves -- are
Ronan in nothing nore than in this; and, as nmuch in the less tangible
real ns of thought as in our solid acres, we are fain to set up the
statue which shall proclaimthat so nmuch country is explored, marked
out, allotted, and done with; that such and such ranblings and
excursions are practicable and pernmissible, and all else is expl oded,
illegal, or absurd. And in this way we are left with naught but a
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vague lingering tradition of the happi er days before the advent of the
rut hl ess deity.

The sylvan glories of yonder stretch of woodl and renew t hensel ves each
autumm, regal as ever. It is only the old enchantnment that is gone;
bani shed by the matter-of-fact deity, who has stolidly settled exactly
where Lord A 's shooting ends and Squire B.'s begins. Once, no such
petty limtations fettered the mind. A step into the woodl and was a
step over the border -- the margin of the material; and then, good-bye
to the nodern world of the |land-agent and the """ Field ' advertisenent!
A chimng of little bells over your head, and | o! the peregrine, with
eyes like jewels, fluttered through the trees, her jesses catching in
the boughs. 'Twas the favourite of the Princess, the wi ndows of whose
father's castle already gleaned through the trees, where honours and
favours awai ted the adventurous. The white doe sprang away through the
thi cket, her snowy flank stained with bl ood; she nade for the
enchanted cot, and for entrance you too had the pass-word. Did you
fail on her traces, nor fox nor nole was too busy to spare a nonent
for friendly advice or information. Little hands were stretched to
trip you, fairy gi be and nockery pelted you from every rabbit-hol e;
and O what Dryads you have ki ssed anbng the |eaves, in that brief
blissful noment ere they hardened into tree! '"Tis pity, indeed, that
this sort of thing should have been nade to share the suspicion
attaching to the poacher; that the stony stare of the boundary god
shoul d confront you at the end of every green ride and rabbit-run
while the very rabbits thensel ves are too disgusted with the altered
circunmstances to tarry a nonent for so nmuch as to exchange the tine of
day.

Truly this age is born, like Falstaff, with a white head and sonet hi ng
a round belly: and will none of your jigs and fantasies. The gol den
era of princesses is past. For your really virtuous 'prentices there
still remain a nmerchant's daughter or two, and a bottle of port o
Sundays on the d apham nahogany. For the rest of us, one or two decent
clubs, and plenty of nice roony lunatic asyluns. ~~Go spin, you jade,
go spin!''"' is the one greeting for Imagination. And yet -- what a lip
the slut has! Wiat an ankle! Go to: there's nobody |ooking; let us

| ock the door, pull down the blinds, and wite us a nerry ball ad.

"Tis ungraci ous, perhaps, to regret what is gone for ever, when so
nmuch is given in return. A hunmour we have, that is entirely new, and
allotments that shall win back Astraa. Qur Labor Program stands for
evi dence that the Board School, at |east, has done enduring work; and
the usel ess race of poets is fast dying out. Though we no | onger

conj ecture what song the Sirens sang, or what nane Achilles assuned
when he hid hinself among wonen, yet many a prize (of guineas gal ore)

awaits the conpetitor who will stoop, week by week, to nore practica
research. ~"“Le nonde marche,'' as Renan hath it, ~“vers une sorte

d' anericanisne.... Peut-étre la vulgarité générale sera-t-elle un jour
la condition du bonheur des élus. Nous n'avons pas le droit d etre
fort difficiles."' W wll be very facile, then, since needs nust;
renenbering the good old proverb that " “scornful dogs eat dirty

puddi ngs.'' But, ere we show Terninus the door, at least let us fling

one stone at the shrieking sul phureous houses of dammati on erected as
tenples in his honour, and dignified with his nane! There, 'nid

cl angour, dirt, and pestilence of crowding humanity, the very spirit
of worry and unrest sits enbodi ed. The old Roman was not such a bad
fellow Hs deity of demarcation at |east breathed open air, and knew
the kindly touch of sun and wind. Hs sinple rites were perforned anid
fl owers and under bl ue sky, by sunny roads or tranquil waters; and on
this particular altar the sacrifice was ordained to be free from any
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stain of gore. Qur hour of sacrifice, alas, has not yet cone. Wen it
does -- ( et haud procul absit!) -- let the offering be no bl oodl ess

one, but let (for choice) a fat and succul ent stationmaster snoke and
crackle on the altar of expiation

O Snoki ng

Concerning Cigarette Snoking: It hath been well observed by a certain
phil osopher that this is a practice conmendabl e enough, and pl easant
to indulge in, ~“when you' re not snoking' '; wherein the whole
criticismof the cigarette is found, inalittle room O the sane
manner of thinking was one that | knew, who kept by himan anpl e case
bul ging with cigarettes, to snoke while he was filling his pipe. Toys
they be verily, nuge and shadows of the substance. Serviceabl e,
nevert hel ess, as shadows soneti mes be when the substance is
tenporarily unattai nable; as between the acts of a play, in the park
or while dressing for dinner: that such nonents nay not be entirely
wast ed. That cigarette, however, which is so pronpt to appear after

di nner | woul d reprehend and ban and totally abolish: as eneny to that
di viner thing before which it should pale its ineffectual fires in
shane -- to wit, good drink, ““la dive bouteille''; except indeed when
the liquor be bad, as is sonetines known to happen. Then it nay serve
in some sort as a sorry consolation. But to | eave these airy
substitutes, and conme to snoking.

It hath been ofttinmes debated whether the norning pipe be the sweeter
or that first pipe of the evening which "~ Hesperus, who bringeth al
good things,'' brings to the weary with hone and rest. The first is
snoked on a clearer palate, and cones to unjaded senses |ike the kiss
of one's first love; but lacks that feeling of perfect fruition, of
nmerit reconpensed and the goal and the garland won, which clings to
the vesper bowl. Wence it cones that the majority give the palmto
the latter. To which | intend no slight when | find the incense that
arises at natins sweeter even than that of evensong. For, although
with nost of us who are | abourers in the vineyard, toilers and

swi nkers, the norning pipe is snoked in hurry and fear and a sense of
al arums and excursions and fleeting trains, yet with all this there
are certain hal cyon periods sure to arrive -- Sundays, holidays, and
the like -- the whole joy and peace of which are sunmed up in that one
beatific pipe after breakfast, snoked in a careless majesty |like that
of the gods "~ “when they lie beside their nectar, and the clouds are
lightly curled.'' Then only can we be said really to snoke. And so
this particular pipe of the day always carries with it festal

rem ni scences: nenories of holidays past, hopes for holidays to coneg;
a suggestion of sunny lawns and flannels and the ungirt loin; a sense
wi thal of sonmething free and stately, as of “~"faint march-nmusic in the
air,"" or the old Roman cry of "~ "Liberty, freedom and

enfranchi senent . "'

If there be any fly in the pipe-snoker's ointnent, it may be said to
lurk in the matter of ““rings.'' Only the exceptionally gifted snoker
can recline in his chair and enmt at will the perfect snoke-ring, in
consummat e eddyi ng succession. He of the neaner sort nust be content
if, at rare heaven-sent intervals -- while thinking, perhaps, of
nothing less -- there escape fromhis |lips the unpreneditated fl aw ess
circle. Then ““deus fio'' he is noved to cry, at that breathless
nonent when his creation hangs solid and conplete, ere the particles
break away and blend with the baser atnosphere. Nay, sone will deny to
any of us terrene snokers the gift of fullest achievenent: for what
saith the poet of the century? ~"On the earth the broken arcs: in the
heaven the perfect round!’
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It was well observed by a certain character in one of Wlkie Collins's
novels (if an inperfect nenory serveth nme rightly) that wonmen wll
take pleasure in scents derived fromani mal enanations, clarified

fats, and the like; yet do illogically abhor the "~“clean, dry,
vegetable snell'' of tobacco. Herein the true base of the feninine
obj ection is reached; being, as usual, inherent want of |ogic rather

than any distaste, in the absolute, for the thing in question.

Thi nki ng that they ought to dislike, they do painfully cast about for
reasons to justify their dislike, when none really exist. As a

speci nen of their so-called argunents, | renenber how a certain fair
one triunphantly pointed out to nme that nmy dog, though loving me well,
could yet never be brought to like the snell of tobacco. To whom I,
who respected ny dog (as Ben saith of Master Shakespeare) on this side
idolatry as nmuch as anything, was yet fain to point out -- nore in
sorrow than in anger -- that a dog, being an aninal who delights to
pass his whole day, fromearly norn to dewy eve, in shoving his nose
into every carrion beastliness that he can come across, could hardly
be considered arbiter elegantiarumin the matter of snells. But indeed
| did wong to take such foolish quibbling seriously; nor would | have
done so, if she hadn't dragged ny poor innocent dog into the

di scussi on.

O Snoking in Bed: There be who consider this a depravity -- an

i nstance of that excess in the practice of a virtue which passes into
vice -- and couple it with dramdrinking: who yet fail to justify
thensel ves by argunment. For if bed be by conmon consent the greatest
bliss, the divinest spot, on earth, "“ille terrarumqui praer omes
angulus ridet''; and if tobacco be the true Herb of Grace, and a joy
and healing balm and respite and nepenthe, -- if all this be
admtted, why are two things, super-excellent separately, noxious in
conjunction? And is not the Bed Snoker rather an epicure in pleasure
-- self indul gent perhaps, but still the triunphant creator of a new
““blend,'' renminding one of a certain traveller's account of an

i ntoxi cant patronised in the South Sea |slands, which conbines the
blissful effect of getting drunk and renmi ni ng sober to enjoy it? Yet
| shall not insist too much on this point, but would only ask -- so

| ong as the snoker be unwedded -- for sone tolerance in the matter and
alittle logic in the discussion thereof.

Concerning Cigars: That there be |large sums given for these is within

common knowl edge. 1 d., 2 d., nay even 4 d., is not too great a price,
if a man will have of the finest |eaf, reckless of expense. In this
sort of snoking, however, | find nore of vainglory and ostentation

than solid satisfaction; and its votaries would seemto display less a
calm healthy affection for tobacco than (as Sir T. Browne hath it) a
" passionate prodigality.'' And, besides grievous wasting of the
pocket, atnospheric changes, varyings in the crops, and the like,
cause uncertainty to cling about each individual weed, so that nan is
al ways nmore or less at the nercy of Nature and the elenents -- an
unsatisfactory and undignified position in these latter days of the
Triunphant Denocracy. But worst and fatallest of all, to every
cigar-snmoker it is certain to happen that once in his life, by sone
happy conbination of tine, place, tenperanent, and Nature -- by sone
starry influence, naybe, or freak of the gods in nocking sport --
once, and once only, he will taste the arona of the perfect |eaf at
just the perfect point -- the ideal cigar. Henceforth his life is
saddened; as one kissed by a goddess in a dream he goes thereafter
as one mght say, in a sort of |ove-sickness. Seeking he scarce knhows
what, his existence becones a dissatisfied yearning; the world is
spoiled for him its joys are tastel ess: so he wanders,
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vi si on- haunt ed, down dreary days to sone m serable end.

Yet, if one will walk this path and take the risks, the thing my be
done at conparatively small expense. To such | would commend t he Ronan
notto, slightly altered -- Alieni appetens, sui avarus. There be

al ways good fellows, with good cigars for their friends. Nay, too, the
boxes of these lie open; an the good cigar belongs rather to himthat
can appreciate it aright than to the capitalist who, owing to a fal se
soci al system happens to be its tenporary guardian and trustee. Again
there is a saying -- bred first, | think, anong the school nen at
Oxford -- that it is the duty of a son to live up to his father's

i ncone. Should any young man have found this task too hard for him
after the nost strenuous and single-mnded efforts, at |east he can
resolutely snoke his father's cigars. In the path of duty conplete
success is not always to be | ooked for; but an approving consci ence,
the sure reward of honest endeavour, is within reach of all.

An Aut um Encount er

For yet another mile or two the hot dusty road runs through |evel
fields, till it reaches yonder shoul der of the downs, already gol den
three-parts up with ripening corn. Thitherwards lies ny inevitable
way; and now that home is alnbst in sight it seens hard that the | ast
part of the long day's sweltering and delightful tranmp nust needs be
haunt ed by that hateful speck, black on the efful gence of the sl ope.
Did I not know he was only a scarecrow, the thing mght be in a way
conpani onabl e: a pl easant suggestive surnise, piquing curiosity,
gilding this last weary stage with sonme nmagi ¢ of expectancy. But |
passed close by himon ny way out. Early as | was, he was al ready up
and doi ng, eager to introduce hinself. He |leered after me as | swing
down the road, -- mmcked ny gait, as it seemed, in a nost
uncal | ed-for way; and when | | ooked back, he was bl owi ng deri sive

ki sses of farewell with his enpty sleeve.

| had succeeded, however, in shaking off the recollection between the
norning's start and now, so it was annoying that he should force

hi nsel f on me, just when there was no getting rid of him At this

di stance, however, he m ght be anything. An indeternminate blot, it
seens to waver, to falter, to conme and vani sh again in the quivering,
heated air. Even so, in the old tinme, leaning on that famliar gate --
are the tell-tale inwven initials still decipherable? -- | used to
wat ch Her pacing denmurely towards ne through the corn. It was
ridiculous, it was fatuous, under all the circunstances it was
nonstrous, and yet{...}! W were both under twenty, so She was She,
and | was |, and there were only we three the wi de world over, she and
| and the unbetraying gate. Porta eburnea! False visions al one sped

t hrough you, though Cupid was wont to |light on your topnost bar, and
preen his glowing plunes. And to think that | should see her once
nore, com ng down the path as if not a day had passed, hesitating as
of old, and then -- but surely her ankles seem -- Confound that
scarecrow . ..

His sex is by this tine painfully evident; also his condition in life,
which is as of one |ooking back on better days. And now he is upon a
new tack. Though here on the level it is still sultry and airless, an
eveni ng breeze is playing briskly along the slope where he stands, and
one sleeve saws the air violently; the other is pointed stiffly
heavenwards. It is all plain enough, ny poor friend! The sins of the
world are a heavy burden and a grievous unto you. You have a mission
you nust testify; it will forth, in season and out of season. For nman,
he wakes and sl eeps and sins betinmes: but crows sin steadily, wthout
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any cessation. And this unhappy state of things is your own particul ar
busi ness. Even at this distance | seemto hear you rasping it:

" Sal vation, damation, damation, salvation!'' And the jolly earth
snmles in the perfect evenglow, and the corn ripples and | aughs al
round you, and one young rook (only fledged this year, too!), after an
excel lent sinulation of prostrate, heart-broken penitence, soars
joyously away, to nmake love to his neighbour's wife. " Salvation,
damation, damm -- '' A shifty wiggle of the road, and he is
transfornmed once nore. Flung back in an ecstasy of |aughter, holding
his | ean sides, his whole formwithes with the chuckle and gurgle of
nmerrinment. Ho, ho! what a joke it was! How | took you all in! Even the
rooks! What a joke is everything, to be sure!

Truly, | shall be glad to get quit of this heartless nmumer.
Fortunately | shall soon be past him And now, behold! the old dog
waxes anorous. M ncing, nowi ng, enpty sleeve on hollow breast, he
woul d fain pose as the nost irresistible old hypocrite that ever paced

a metropolitan kerb. "“Love, you young dogs,'' he seens to croak
"“Love is the one thing worth living for! Enjoy your present, rooks
and all, as | do!'"' Wy, indeed, should he al one be insensible to the

gol den i nfluence of the hour? Mdre than one supple waist (alas! for

uni versal masculine frailty!) has been circled by that tattered sl eeve
i n days gone by; a throbbing heart once beat where sodden straw now
fails to give a manly curve to the chest. Wiy shoul d the coat survive,
and not a particle of the passion that inspired it |ong ago?

At last | confront him face to face: and the villain grins
recognition, conpletely unabashed. Nay, he cocks his eye with a
significant glance under the slouch of his shapel ess hat, and his arm
points persistently and with intelligence up the road. My good fell ow,

I know the way to the Dog and Duck as well as you do: | was going
there anyhow, w thout your officious interference -- and the beer, as
you justly remark, is uninpeachable. But was this really all you've
been trying to say to ne, this last half-hour? Well, well!

The White Poppy

A riot of scarlet on gold, the red poppy of our native fields tosses
heavy tresses with gi psy abandon; her sister of the sea-shore is

gol den, a yellow blossomthat |oves the keen salt savour of the spray.
O another hue is the poppy of history, of romance, of the nuse. Wite
as the stark death-shroud, pallid as the cheeks of that queen of a
silent | and whose tenpl es she | anguorously crowns, ghost-like beside
her fuller-blooded kin, she droops dream| aden, Papaver somniferum
the poppy of the magic juice of oblivion. In the royal plenitude of
sumer, the scarlet bloons will sonetinmes seembut a red cry from
earth in nmenory of the many dews of battle that have drenched these
acres in years gone by, for little end but that these sanme "~ bubbl es
of blood'' might glow to-day; the yellow fl ower does but hint of the
gol d that has dashed a thousand wecks at her feet around these
shores: for happier suggestion we nmust turn to her of the pallid
petals, our white Lady of Consolation. Fitting hue to typify the
crowni ng bl essing of forgetful ness! Too often the sable robes of night
di ssenbl e sl eepl essness, renorse, regret, self-questioning. Let black
then, rather stand for hideous nenory: white for blessed bl ank
oblivion, happiest gift of the gods! For who, indeed, can say that the
record of his life is not crowded with failure and nm stake, stained
with its petty cruelties of youth, its neannesses and follies of later
years, all which stormand clanour incessantly at the gates of nenory,
refusing to be shut out? Leave us alone, O gods, to renmenber our
felicities, our successes: only aid us, ye who recall no gifts, aptly
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and discreetly to forget.

Di screetly, we say; for it is a tactful forgetful ness that makes for
happi ness. In the mnor matter, for instance, of small nobney
obligations, that shortness of nenory which the school of Professors
Panurge and Fal staff rashly praises, may often betray into sone
unfortunate allusion or reference to the subject which shall pain the
delicate feelings of the obliger; or, if he be of coarser clay, shal
lead himin his anger to express himself with unseenliness, and
thereby to do violence to his nental tranquillity, in which al one, as
Marcus Aurelius teacheth, lieth the perfection of noral character
This is to be a stunbling-block and an of fence agai nst the brethren.
It is better to keep just nenory enough to avoid such hidden rocks and
shoals; in which thing M Swiveller is our great exenplar, whose
mental map of London was a chart wherein every creditor was carefully
" buoyed. '

The wi se man prays, we are told, for a good digestion: let us add to

the prayer -- and a bad nenory. Truly we are sonetines tenpted to
think that we are the only ones cursed with this corrodi ng canker. Qur
friends, we can swear, have all, w thout exception, atrocious

menories; why is ours alone so hideously vital? Yet this isolation
nust be imaginary; for even as we engage in this selfish noan for help
in our own petty case, we are noved to add a word for certain others
who, neaning no ill, unthinkingly go about to add to humanity's

al ready heavy | oad of suffering. How nuch needl ess misery is caused in
this world by the reckless "““recollections'' of dramatic and ot her
celebrities? You gods, in lending ear to our prayer, renenber too,
above all other sorts and conditions of nmen, these our poor erring
brothers and sisters, the sonetine sonmtés of Minmrer dom

Monents there are, it is true, when this traitor spirit tricks you
when sone subtle scent, sone broken notes of an old song, nay, even
some touch of a fresher air on your cheeks at night -- a breath of
““le vent qui vient a travers la nontagne'' -- have power to ravish
to catch you back to the blissful days when you trod the one authentic
Par adi se. Monents only, alas! Then the evil crowd rushes in again,
hows in the sacred grove, tranples down and defiles the happy garden
and once nore you cry to Qur Lady of Sleep, crowned of the white
poppy. And you envy your dog who, for full discharge of a present
benef acti on havi ng wagged you a hearty, expressive tail, will then
pursue it gently round the hearth-rug till, in restful coil, he
reaches it at last, and oblivion with it; every one of his half-dozen
diurnal sleeps being in truth a royal amesty.

But whose the hand that shall reach us the herb of healing? Perdita
bl esses every guest at the shearing with a handful of blossom but
this gift is not to be asked of her whose best wish to her friends is
““grace and renenbrance.'' The fair Ophelia, rather: nay, for as a
nursling she hugs her grief, and for her the nmenory of the past is a
““sorrow s crown of sorrow'' Wiat flowers are these her pal e hand

of fers? ~“There's pansies, that's for thoughts!'' For ne rather, O
dear Ophelia, the white poppy of forgetful ness.

A Bohemian in Exile
A Rem ni scence
When, many years ago now, the once potent and extensive ki ngdom of

Boheni a gradual |y dissol ved and passed away, not a few historians were
found to chronicle its past glories; and sone have gone on to tell the
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fate of this or that once powerful chieftain who either donned the
swal lowtail and conformed or, proudly self-exiled, sought sone quiet
retreat and died as he had |ived, a Bohem an. But these were of the
princes of the land. To the people, the villeins, the commbon rank and
file, does no interest attach? Did they waste and pine, anaic, in
thin, strange, unwonted air? O sit at the table of the scornful and
learn, with Dante, how salt was alien bread? It is of one of those
faithful conmons | woul d speak, narrating only "~ “the short and sinple
annal s of the poor."'

It is to be noted that the kingdom aforesaid was not so nuch a ki ngdom

as a United States -- a collection of self-ruling guilds,
nmuni ci palities, or republics, bound together by a commobn nethod of
viewing life. ““There once was a king of Bohenmia'' -- but that was a

long time ago, and even Corporal Trimwas not certain in whose reign
it was. These small free States, then, broke up gradually, from

vari ous causes and with varying speed; and | think ours was one of the
| ast to go.

Wth us, as with many others, it was a case of |ost |eaders. " Just
for a handful of silver he left us''; though it was not exactly that,
but rather that, having got the handful of silver, they wanted a wi der
horizon to fling it about under than Bl oonsbury afforded.

So they left us for their pleasure; and in due tinme, one by one --

But | will not be norose about them they had honestly earned their
success, and we all honestly rejoiced at it, and do so still.

When ol d Pan was dead and Apollo's bow broken, there were many
faithful pagans who woul d worship at no new shrines, but went out to
the hills and caves, truer to the old gods in their discrowned
desolation than in their ponp and power. Even so were we |eft behind,
a remmant of the faithful. W had never expected to becone great in
art or song; it was the life itself that we |oved; that was our end --
not, as with them the nmeans to an end.

We ained at no glory, no lovers of glory we;
G ve us the glory of going on and still to be.

Unfortunately, going on was no | onger possible; the old order had
changed, and we could only patch up our broken lives as best night be.

Fothergill said that he, for one, would have no nore of it. The past
was dead, and he wasn't going to try to revive it. Henceforth he, too,
woul d be dead to Bl oonsbury. Qur forefathers, speaking of a nan's
death, said " “he changed his life.'' This is how Fothergill changed
his |ife and died to Bl oonsbury. One norning he made his way to the
Wi t echapel Road, and there he bought a barrow. The Wi techapel
barrows are of all sizes, fromthe barrow wheel ed about by a boy with
hal f a dozen heads of cabbages to barrows drawn by a tall pony, such
as on Sundays take the nmenbers of a club to Epping Forest. They are
all precisely the same in plan and construction, only in the |arger

si zes the handl es devel op or evolve into shafts; and they are equally
sui tabl e, according to size, for the vending of whelks, for a

hot -potato can, a piano organ, or for the conveyance of a cheery and

nunerous party to the Derby. Fothergill bought a medi um sized
““devel oped'' one, and also a donkey to fit; he had it painted white,
pi cked out with green -- the barrow, not the donkey -- and when his

arrangenments were conplete, stabled the whole for the night in
Bl oonsbury. The followi ng norning, before the early red had quite
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faded fromthe sky, the exodus took place, those of us who were |eft
bei ng assenbled to drink a parting whisky-and-mlk in sad and sol emm
silence. Fothergill turned dowmn Oxford Street, sitting on the shaft
with a short clay in his nmouth, and di sappeared from our sight,
headi ng west at a leisurely pace. So he passed out of our lives by way
of the Bayswater Road.

They nust have wandered far and seen nany things, he and his donkey,
fromthe fitful fragnments of news that now and again reached us. It
seens that eventually, his style of living being econonical, he was
enabl ed to put down his donkey and barrow, and set up a cart and a
mare -- no fashionable gipsy-cart, a sort of houseboat on wheels, but
a light and serviceable cart, with a noveable tilt, constructed on his
own designs. This allowed himto take along with hima few canvases
and other artists' materials; soda-water, whisky, and such |ike
necessaries; and even to ask a friend fromtown for a day or two, if
he wanted to.

He was in this state of conparative |uxury when at |ast, by the mnerest
accident, | foregathered with himonce nore. | had pulled up to
Streatl ey one afternoon, and, |leaving nmy boat, had gone for a |ong
ranble on the glorious North Berkshire Downs to stretch ny | egs before
di nner. Sonewhere over on Cuckhansley HIl, by the side of the

Ri dgeway, renote fromthe habitable world, | found him snoking his
vesper pipe on the shaft of his cart, the mare cropping the short
grass beside him He greeted ne without surprise or effusion, as if we
had only parted yesterday, and without a hint of an allusion to past
times, but drifted quietly into ranbling talk of his last three years,
and, without ever telling his story right out, left a strange

pi cturesque inpression of a nomadic |ife which struck one as separated
by fifty years from nodern conventional existence. The old road-life
still lingered on in places, it seened, once one got well away from
the railway: there were two Engl ands existing together, the one
fringing the great iron hi ghways wherever they nmight go -- the Engl and
under the eyes of nobst of us. The other, unguessed at by many, in

what ever places were still vacant of shriek and rattle, drowsed on as
of old: the England of heath and common and wi ndy sheep down, of
by-1anes and vill age-greens -- the England of Parson Adans and
Lavengro. The spell of the free untrammelled Iife cane over ne as |
listened, till | was fain to accept of his hospitality and a

hor se- bl anket for the night, oblivious of civilised conforts down at
the Bull. On the downs where Al fred fought we |lay and snoked, gazing
up at the quiet stars that had shone on many a Dane |lying stark and
still a thousand years ago; and in the silence of the |lone tract that
enf ol ded us we seened nearer to those old tinmes than to these | had
left that afternoon, in the now hushed and sl eeping valley of the
Thanes.

When the news reached ne, sone tinme later, that Fothergill's aunt had
died and | eft himher house near town and the little all she had
possessed, | heard it with m sgivings, not to say forebodings. For the

house had been his grandfather's, and he had spent nuch of his boyhood
there; it had been a dreamof his early days to possess it in sone
happy future, and | knew he could never bear to sell or let it. On the
ot her hand, can you stall the wild ass of the desert? And will not the
caged eagl e nope and pine?

However, possession was entered into, and all seenmed to go well for
the time. The cart was honourably installed in the coach-house, the
mare turned out to grass. Fothergill lived idly and happily, to al
seening, with ““a book of verses underneath the bough,'' and a bottle
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of old claret for the friend who m ght chance to drop in. But as the
year wore on snmall signs began to appear that he who had al ways
““rather hear the lark sing than the nmouse squeak'' was beginning to
feel hinself caged, though his bars were gil ded.

| was tal king one day to his coachman (he now kept three
nmen-servants), and he told ne that of a Sunday norning when the
househol d had gone to church and everything was quiet, M Fothergil
woul d go into the coach-house and light his pipe, and sit on the step
of the brougham (he had a brougham now), and gaze at the old cart, and
snoke and say not hing; and snoke and say nothing again. He didn't like
it, the coachman confessed; and to ne it seened om nous.

One norning late in March, at the end of a long hard winter, | was
wakened by a flood of sunshine. The early air came warm and soft
through the open wi ndow, the first magi ¢ suggestion of spring was
abroad, with its whispered hints of daffodils and buddi ng haw horns;
and one's bl ood danced to inagi ned pipings of Pan from happy fields
far distant. At once | thought of Fothergill, and, with a certain
foreboding of ill, made ny way down to Holly Lodge as soon as
possible. It was with no surprise at all that | heard that the master
was mssing. In the very first of the norning, it seened, or ever the
earl i est under-housemai d had begun to set nman-traps on the stairs and
al ong the passages, he nust have quietly left the house. The servants
were cheerful enough, neverthel ess, and thought the master nust only
have ““gone for a nice long walk,'' and so on, after the nanner of
their kind. Wthout a word | turned ny steps to the coach-house. Sure
enough, the old cart was nissing; the mare was gone fromthe paddock
It was no good ny saying anything; pursuit of this wild haunter of
tracks and by-paths woul d have been futile indeed. So | kept nmy own
counsel. Fothergill never returned to Holly Lodge, and has been nore
secret and evasive since his last flight, rarely venturing on old
canpi ng grounds near honme, like to a bird scared by the fower's gun

Once indeed, since then, while engaged in pursuit of the shy quarry
known as the Early Perp., late Dec., E. Eng., and the like, specinmens
of which | was tracking down in the west, | hit upon him by accident;
hearing in an old village runmours concerning a strange nan in a cart
who neither carried sanples nor pushed the brewing interest by other
nmeans than average personal consunption -- tales already beginning to
be distorted into material for the nmyth of the future. | found him
friendly as ever, equally ready to spin his yarns. As the evening wore
on, | ventured upon an allusion to past tines and Holly Lodge; but his
air of puzzled politeness convinced nme that the whole thing had passed
out of his mind, as a slight but disagreeable incident in the even
tenor of his nomadi c existence.

After all, his gains may have outbal anced his | osses. Had he cared, he
mght, with his conversational gifts, have been a social success;
certainly, | think, an artistic one. He had great powers, had any

i mpul se been present to urge himto execution and achi evenent. But he
was for none of these things. Contenplative, receptive, with a keen
sense of certain sub-tones and side aspects of |ife unseen by nost, he
doubt | ess chose wisely to enjoy life his own way, and to gather from
the fleeting days what bliss they had to give, nor spend themin
toiling for a harvest to be reaped when he was dust.

Some for the glories of this |ife, and sone
Sigh for the Prophet's Paradise to cone:

Ah, take the cash and let the credit go,

Nor heed the runble of a distant drum
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Justifiable Hom ci de

This is a renedi al age, an age of keys for all manner of |ocks; so he
cannot be said to ask too much who seeks for exact information as to
how a young man ought, in justice to hinself and to society, to dea
with his relations. During his mnority he has lain entirely at their
nmercy: has been their butt, their martyr, their drudge, their corpus
vile. Possessing all the sinews of war, this stiff-necked tribe has
consistently refused to “~“part'': even for the provision of those

| uxuries so nuch nore necessary than necessities. |Its nenbers have
cramred their victimfull of precepts, rules of conduct, noral naxins,
and nost mscel |l aneous counsel: all which he intuitively suspected at
the time, and has ascertai ned by subsequent experience, to be utterly
wort hl ess. Now, when their hour has cone, when the tocsin has sounded
at last, and the Gaul is at the gate, they still appear to think that
the old condition of things is to go on; unconscious, apparently, of
atonenent due, of retribution to be exacted, of wongs to be avenged
and of insults to be w ped away!

Over the north-west frontier, where the wit of the English Raj runs
not, the artless Afghan is happy in a code that fully provides for
relatives who neglect or m sunderstand their obligations. An Afghan it
was who found hinself conpelled to reprove an uncle with an
unfortunate habit of squandering the famly estate. An excell ent
relative, this uncle, in all other respects. As a liar, he had few
equal s; he robbed with taste and discretion; and his nmurders were all

i mbued with true artistic feeling. He nmight have lived to a green old
age of spotless respectability but for his one little failing. As it
was, justice had to be done, ruat cadum and so it cane about that one
day the nephew i ssued forth to correct himwith a matchl ock. The

i nnocent old man was cultivating his paternal acres; so the nephew was
abl e, unperceived, to get a steady sight on him H's finger was on the
trigger, when suddenly there slipped into his mnd the divine precept:
"“Allah is nmerciful!''" He lowered his piece, and remained for a little
pl unged in thought; neanwhil e the unconscious uncle hoed his paddy.
Then with a happy snmile he took aimonce nore, for there also occurred
to himthe precept equally divine: ""But Allah is also just.'' Wth an
easy conscience he let fly, and behold! there was an uncle the nore in
Par adi se

It was probably sonme little affair of a simlar quality that
constrained a recruit in a reginent stationed at Peshawur to apply for
| eave of absence: in order to attend to famly matters of inportance.
The Col onel knew it was small use refusing the leave, as in that case
his recruit would pronptly desert; so he could only ask, how | ong was
the transaction like to take? It was told him after consideration
that, allowing for all possible difficulties and delays, a nonth would
neet the necessities of the case; and on that understandi ng he all owed
his man to depart. At the end of the nonth he reappeared on duty, a
subdued but nell ow cheer shining through his wonted inpassiveness. H s
Col onel ventured to inquire of him in a general way, if the business
in question were satisfactorily concluded. And he replied: "I got him
from behind a rock.""’

There are practical difficulties in the way of the adoption of such
net hods at home. We nust be content to envy, without imitating, these
free and happy sons of the hills. And yet a few of the old school are

left us still: averse fromchange, mstrustful of progress, sticking
steadily to the good ol d-fashi oned dagger and bow . | had a friend who
di sposed of a relative every spring. Uncles were his special line --
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(he had suffered much fromtheir tribe, having been early left an
orphan) -- though he had dabbled in aunts, and in his hot youth, when
he was getting his hand in, he had even dallied with a grand-parent or
two. But it was in uncles he excelled. He possessed (at the begi nning
of his career) a |large nunber of these connections, and pursuit of
them fromthe nere sordid point of viewof £ s. d., proved lucrative.
But he always protested (and | believed hin) that gain with himwas a
secondary consideration. It would hardly be in the public interest to
di scl ose his nodus operandi. | shall only remark that he was one of
the first to realise the security and inmunity afforded the artist by
the conditions of nodern London. Hence it happened that he usually
practised in town, but spent his vacations at the country houses of
such relations as were still spared him where he was always the life
and soul of the place. Unfortunately he is no longer with us, to
assist inthe revision of this article: nor was it permtted ne to
soot he his last nonents. The presiding Sheriff was one of those

new fangl ed officials who insist on the exclusion of the public, and
he declined to adnit ne either in the capacity of a persona
connection or, though | tried ny hardest, as the representative of
"“The National Cbserver.'' It only remains to be said of nmy nmuch-tried
and still lamented friend, that he left fewrelatives to nmourn his
untinely end.

But our reluctant feet nust needs keep step with the inperious march
of Time, and ny poor friend' s Art (as hinself in later years would
sorrowfully adnmit) is now al nost as extinct as the gl ass-staining of
old, or "“Robbia's craft so apt and strange''; while our thin-blooded
youth, too nice for the joyous old nethods, are content to find

sweet est revenge in severely dropping their relations. This is indeed
a nost effective position: it exasperates, while it is unassail able.
And yet there remmins a higher course, a nobler task. Not nere
forgiveness: it is sinple duty to forgive -- even one's guardi ans. No
young man of earnest aspirations will be content to stop there. Nay:

| ead them on, these |ost ones, by the hand; conduct them " generously
and gently, and with Iinking of the arm'; educate them eradicate
their false ideals, dispel their foolish prejudices; be to their
faults a little blind and to their virtues very kind: in fine, realise
that you have a mission -- that these wetches are not here for

not hing. The task will seemhard at first; but only those who have
tried can know how much nay be done by assi duous and kindly effort
towards the chastening -- ay! the final redenption even! -- of the
nost hopel ess and pi g- headed of uncl es.

The Fairy W cket

From digging in the sandy, over-triturated soil of tines historical,
all dotted with date and nunber and sign, how exquisite the relief in
turning to the dear days outside history -- yet not so very far off
neither for us nurslings of the northern sun -- when kindly beasts
woul d loiter to give counsel by the wayside, and a fortunate encounter
with one of the Good People was a surer path to Fortune and the Bride
than the best-worn stool that ever proved step-ladder to aspiring
youth. For then the Fairy Wcket stood everywhere ajar -- everywhere
and to each and all. "~ ~Qpen, open, green hill!'" -- you needed no nore
recondite sesane than that: and, whoever you were, you m ght have a
glinpse of the elfin dancers in the hall that is litten within by
nei t her sun nor noon; or catch at the white horse's bridle as the
Fairy Prince rode through. It has been closed now this nany a year
(the fairies, always strong in the field, are excell ent

wi cket -keepers); and if it open at all, '"tis but for a nmonment's
nockery of the material generation that so deliberately turned its
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back on the gap into ElIf-Land -- that first stage to the Beyond.

It was a wanton trick, though, that these folk of malice used to play
on a small school -boy, new ki cked out of his nest into the draughty,
unconfortabl e outer world, his unfledged skin still craving the

feat hers whereinto he was wont to nestle. The barrack-1i ke school, the
arid, cheerless class-roonms, drove himto Nature for redress; and,
under an alien sky, he would go forth and wander along the iron road
by inpassive fields, so like yet so unlike those hitherto a part of
hi m and responding to his every nood. And to him thus loitering with
overl aden heart, there would cone suddenly a touch of warnth, of

strange surprise. The turn of the road just ahead -- that, sure, is
not all unfamliar? That row of elns -- it cannot entirely be accident
that they range just so? And, if not accident, then round the bend
will cone the old duck-pond, the shoulder of the barn will top it, a
few yards on will be the gate -- it swings-to with its famliar click
-- the dogs race down the avenue -- and then -- and then! It is al
wildly fanciful; and yet, though knowing not Tertullian, a "~ credo
guia inpossibile'' is on his tongue as he quickens his pace -- for
what el se can he do? A step, and the spell is shattered -- all is

cruel and alien once nore; while every copse and hedge-row seemns
a-tinkle with faint elfish |aughter. The Fairies have had their joke:
they have opened the wicket one of their own hand' s-breadths, and shut
it intheir victins face. Wen next that victimcatches a fairy, he
purposes to tie up the brat in sight of his own green hill, and set
himto draw up a practical scheme for Village Councils.

One of the many wonen | ever really loved, fair in the fearless old
fashion, was used to sing, in the blithe, unfettered accent of the
people: “"I'd like to be a fairy, And dance upon ny toes, |I'd like to
be a fairy, And wear short close!'' And in later life it is to her sex
that the wee (but very wise) folk sonetinmes del egate their power of
torment. Such understudies are found to play the part exceeding well;
and many a tinme the infatuated youth believes he sees in the depth of

one sole pair of eyes -- blue, brown, or green (the fairy colour) --
the authentic fairy wicket standing ajar: many a tine nust he hear the
quaint old fornula, ~"I'msure, if I've ever done anything to | ead you
to think,'' etc (runs it not so?), ere he shall realise that here is

the gate upon no magi ¢ pl easance but on a cheap suburban villa,
bangi ng behind the wathful rate-collector or hurled open to speed the

pal lid householder to the Registrar's Ofice. In still grosser
habitations, too, they lurk, do the People of Mschief, ready to
frolic out on the unsuspecting one: as in the case, which still haunts

nmy nmenory, of a certain bottle of an historic Chateau-Yquem hued |ike
Venetian gl ass, odorous as a garden in June. Forth fromout the faint
perfunme of this haunted drink there danced a bevy from d d France,
clad in the fashion of Louis-Quinze, peach-coloured knots of ribbon
bedi zeni ng appl e-green velvets, as they noved in stately w se anong
the roses of the old garden, to the quaint nusic -- Ranmeau, was it? --
of a fairy cornenuse, while fairy Watteaus, Fragonards, Lancrets, sat
and painted them Al as! too shallow the bottle, too brief the braw s:
not to be recalled by any quantity of Green Chartreuse.

Aboard the Gall ey

He was cruising in the Southern Seas (was the U ysses who told nme this
tale), when there bore down upon hima marvell ous strange fleet, whose
i ke he had not before seen. For each little craft was a corpse,
stiffly "“marlined,"' or bound about with tarred rope, as mariners do
use to treat plug tobacco: also ballasted, and with a fair mast and
sail stepped through his midriff. These self-sufficing ships knew no
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di vided authority: no pilot ever took the helmfromthe captain's
hands; no nutines lay in bilboes, no passengers conplained of the
provisions. In a certain island to windward (the native pil ot
explained) it was the practice, when a man died, to bury himfor the
time being in dry, desiccating sand, till a chief should pass fromhis
peopl e, when the waiting bodi es were brought out and, caul ked and

ri gged secundum artem were |aunched with the first fair breeze, the
admral at their head, on their voyage to the Bl essed |Islands. And if
a chief should die, and the sand should hold no store of corpses for
his escort, this sinple practical folk would solve the little
difficulty by knocking sone dozen or twenty stout fell ows on the head,
that the notable m ght voyage |ike a gentlenman. Wence this gall ant
little conmpany, running before the breeze, stark, happy, and extinct,
all bound for the Isles of Light! 'Twas a sight to shame us sitters at
hone, who believe in those Islands, nost of us, even as they, yet are
content to trundle City-wards or to Margate, so long as the sorry
breath is in us; and, breathless at |last, to Bow or Kensal G een;

wi t hout one effort, dead or alive, to reach the far-shining

Hesperi des.

"“Dans |l a gal ére, capitane, nous étions quatre-vingt rameurs!'' sang
the oarsnmen in the ballad; and they, though indeed they toiled on the
gal | ey-bench, were free and happy pirates, nmenbers of an honoured and
liberal profession. But all we -- pirates, parsons, stockbrokers,

what ever our calling -- are but galley-slaves of the basest sort,
fettered to the oar each for his little spell. A common misery |inks
us all, like the chain that runs the length of the thwarts. Can

not hing make it worth our while not to quarrel with our fell ows? The
nmenace of the stornms is for each one and for all: the master's whip
has a fine inpartiality. Crack! the lash that scored ny conrade's back
has flicked ny withers too; yet neither of us was shirking -- it was
that grinning ruffian in front. WlIl: to-norrow, God willing, the
evasi on shall be ours, while he withes howing. But why do we never
once conmbine -- seize on the ship, fling our masters into the sea, and
steer for sone pleasant isle far down under the Line, beyond the
still-vexed Bernoot hes? When ho for feasting! Hey for tobacco and
free-quarters! But no: the days pass, and are reckoned up, and done
with; and ever nore pressing cares engage. Those fellows on the

| eeward benches are having an easier tinme than we poor dogs on the
weat her side? Then, |let us abuse, pelt, vilify then: let us steal

their grub, and have at themgenerally for a set of shirking,

mal i ngering brutes! What matter that to-norrow they nmay be to

wi ndward, we to | ee? W never can | ook ahead. And they know this well,
the gods our nasters, pliers of the whip. And mayhap we |i ke them none
the worse for it.

Indeed, there is a traitor sort anong ourselves, that spins facile
phrases in the honour of these whipmasters of ours -- as "~ omes eodem
cogimur,'' and the rest; which is all very pretty and mghty
consoling. The fact is, the poets are the only people who score by the
present arrangenent; which it is therefore their interest to nmaintain.
Wiile we are doing all the work, these incorrigible skul kers | ounge
about and nake ribald remarks; they wite Geek tragedies on Fate, on
the sublinmty of Suffering, on the Petty Span, and so on; and act in a
general ly offensive way. And we are even weak enough to buy their
books; offer themdrinks, peerages, and things; and say what
superlative fellows they are! But when the |ong-Ilooked-for conbination
comes, and we poor devils have risen and abolished fate, destiny, the
A ynpi an Council, early baldness, and the |ike, these poets will
really have to go.
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And when every rhynmester has wal ked the plank, shall we still put up
with our relations? True nmenbers of the "~ “stupid party,'' who never
believe in us, who know (and never forget) the follies of our

adol escence; who are al ways wanting us not to do things; who are

| avi sh of advice, yet angered by the faintest suggestion of a snal
advance in cash: shall the idle singers perish and these endure? No:
as soon as the | ast poet has splashed over the side, to the sharks
with our relations!

The ol d barkey is |ightening fanously: who shall be next to go? The
Sportsman of intolerable yarns: who slays twi ce over -- first, his
game, and then the m serable being he button-holes for the tedious
recital. Shall we suffer himlonger? Wi else? Wio is that cowering
under the bul warks yonder? The man who thinks he can inmtate the
Scottish accent! Splash! And the next one? What a crowd is here! How
they bl ock the hatchways, |unber the deck, and get between you and the
purser's room-- these fadnongers, teetotallers, nissionaries of

di vers isms! Overboard with them and hey for the Fortunate |sles!
Then for tobacco in a hammock 'twi xt the palns! Then for w ne cool ed
in a brooklet losing itself in silver sands! Then for -- but O these
bi | boes on our ankles, how nercilessly they grip! The vertical sun
blisters the bare back: faint echoes of O ynpian | aughter seemto
flicker like Northern Lights across the stark and pitil ess sky. One
earnest effort would do it, ny brothers! Alittle nodesty, a short
sinking of private differences; and then we should all be free and

equal gentlenen of fortune, and | would be your Captain! ~~Wo? you?
you woul d make a pretty Captain!'' Better than you, you scurvy,
skul king, little galley-slave! ""“Galley-slave yourself, and be ---

Pull together, boys, and lie low Here's the Master coming with his
whi p! "

The Lost Cent aur

It is somewhere set down (or does the legend only exist in the great
vol ume of ought-to-be-wit?) that the young Achilles, nurtured from
babyhood by the wi se and kindly Cheiron, accustomed to reverence an

i deal of human skill and wi sdomblent with all that was best and

nobl est of animal instinct, strength and swi ftness, found poor
hunmanity sadly to miss, when at |ast the was sent forth anong his
pottering little two-1egged peers. Hinself alone he had hitherto
fancied to be the mai med one, the inconplete; he |ooked to find the

| ords of earth even such as these Centaurs; w se and nagnani nous atop
bel ow, shod with the lightning, winged with the wind, terrible in the
potentiality of the armed heel. Instead of which -- ! How fallen was
his first fair hope of the world! And even when reconciled at last to
the dynasty of the forked radish, after he had seen its quality tested

round the clangorous walls of Troy -- sone touch of an inperial

di sdain ever lingered in his mind for these feeble folk who could
contentedly hail him-- him who had known Cheiron! -- as hero and
| ord!

Achill es has passed, with the Centaurs and Troy; but the feeling
i ngers.

O strange and divers strands is twisted the nysterious cord that,
reachi ng back "~ through spaces out of space and tineless tine,""'
somewhere joins us to the Brute; a twine of mngled yarn, not utterly
base. As we grow fromour animal infancy, and the threads snap one by
one at each gallant wi ng-stroke of a soul poising for flight into
Enmpyrean, we are yet conscious of a loss for every gain, we have sone
forlorn sense of a vanished heritage. WIlling enough are we to " "let
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the ape and tiger die''; but the pleasant cousins dissenbled in hide
and fur and feather are not all tigers and apes: which last vile folk,
i ndeed, exist for us only in picture-books, and chiefly of fend by

al ways carrying the Sunday School ensign of a Mral at their tails.

O hers -- happily of less didactic dispositions -- there be; and it is
to these unaffected, carel ess conpanions that the sensible child is
wont to devote hinself; |eaving severely alone the stiff, tane
creatures claimng to be of closer kin. And yet these playmates, while
cheerfully admitting himof their fellowship, nake himfeel his
inferiority at every point. Vainly, his snub nose projected

eart hwards, he essays to sniff it with the terrier who (as becones the
nobler animal) is leading in the chase; and he is ready to weep as he
realises his loss. And the rest of the Free Conpany, -- the pony, the
cows, the great cart-horses, -- are ever shaning himby their
unboast ful exercise of some enviable and unattainable attribute. Even
the friendly pig, who (did but parents permit) should eat of his bread
and drink of his cup, and be unto himas a brother, -- which anong all
t hese unhappy bifurcations, so cheery, so unanbitious, so purely
contented, so apt to be the guide, philosopher, and friend of boyhood
as he? What wonder that at tines, when the neophyte in |ife begins to
realise that all these desirable acconplishnments have had to be
surrendered one by one in the process of developing a Mnd, the course
of fitting out a Lord of Creation, he is wont -- not know ng the
extent of the kingdomto which he is heir -- to feel alittle

di scont ent ed?

Ere now this ill-hunour, taking root in a nature wherein the aninmal is
al ready ascendant, has | ed by downward paths to the Goat-Foot, in whom
the subnerged human system peeps out but fitfully, at exalted nonents.
He, the peevish and irascible, shy of trodden ways and pretty
domesticities, is linked to us by little but his |Iove of nelody; but
for which saving grace, the hair would soon creep up fromthigh to
horn of him At tinmes he will still do us a friendly turn: will lend a
hel ping hand to poor little Psyche, wilfully seeking her own
salvation; will stand shoul der to shoulder with us on Marathon plain.
But in the main his synpathies are first for the beast: to which his
horns are never horrific, but, with his hairy pelt, ever natural and
famliar, and his voice (with its talk of help and healing) not harsh
nor di ssonant, but voice of very brother as well as very god.

And this declension -- for declension it is, though we achieve all the
confi dences of Ml anpus, and even nmaster with himthe pl easant argot
of the woods -- may still be ours if we suffer what lives in us of our

primal cousins to draw us down. On the other hand, let soul informand
irradiate body as it nay, the threads are utterly shorn asunder never:
nor is man, the conplete, the self-contained, pernmtted to cut hinself
wholly adrift fromthese his poor relations. The nute and stunted
hunman enbryo that gazes appealingly fromout the depths of their eyes
nust ever rem nd himof a kinship once (possibly) closer. Nay, at
times, it nmust even seemto whelmhimin reproach. As thus: ~"Was it
really necessary, after all, that we two should part conpany so early?
May you not have taken a wong turning somewhere, in your |long race
after your so-called progress, after the perfection of this be-I|auded
speci es of yours? A turning whose due avoi dance ni ght perhaps have
resulted in no such lanmentabl e cleavage as is here, but in sone
perfect enbodi ment of the dual nature: as who should say a being with
the nobilities of both of us, the basenesses of neither? So night you,
nore fortunately guided, have been led at |ast up the green sides of
Pelion, to the ancestral, the prinmeval, Centaur still waiting majestic
on the sumit!'' It is even so. Perhaps this thing might once have
been, O cousin outcast and estranged! But the opportunity was | ong
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since lost. Henceforth, two ways for us for ever!

Orion

The noonl ess night has a touch of frost, and is steely-clear. Hi gh and
dom nant anidst the Popul ations of the Sky, the restless and the

st eadf ast ali ke, hangs the great Plough, lit with a hard radi ance as
of the polished and shining share. And yonder, |ow on the horizon, but
hal f resurgent as yet, crouches the nagnificent hunter: watchful
seenmingly, and expectant: with sone hint of nmenace in his port.

Yet should his game be up, you would think by now. Many a century has
passed since the plough first sped a conqueror east and west, clearing
forest and draining fen; policing the valleys with barbed-w res and
Sunday schools, with the chains that are forged of peace, the irking
fetters of plenty: driving also the whole lot of us, these to sweat at
its tail, those to plod with the patient team but all to march in a
great chai n-gang, the convicts of peace and order and |law. while the
happy nomad, with his woodl ands, his wild cattle, his pleasing
nuptialities, has long since disappeared, dropping only in his flight
sone store of flint-heads, a | egacy of confusion. Truly, we Children
of the Plough, but for yon trenmendous Monitor in the sky, were in
right case to forget that the Hunter is still a quantity to reckon

wi thal . Where, then, does he hide, the Shaker of the Spear? Wy, here,
nmy brother, and here; deep in the breasts of each and all of us! And
for this drop of primal quicksilver in the blood what poppy or
mandragora shall purge it hence away?

O pulpiteers and parents it is called Original Sin: a termwherew th
they brand whatever frisks and butts with rude goati sh horns agai nst
accepted maxinms and trimtheories of education. In the abstract, of
course, this fitful stirring of the old yeast is no nore sin than a
natural craving for a seat on a high stool, for the inscription -- now
hori zontal, and now vertical -- of figures, is sin. But the desknen
command a tenporary majority: for the short while they shall hold the
cards they have the right to call the ganme. And so -- since we nust
bow to the storm-- let the one thing be | abelled Sin, and the other
Salvation -- for a season: ourselves forgetting never that it is all a
matter of nomenclature. What we have now first to note is that this
original Waft fromthe Garden asserts itself npost vigorously in the
Child. This it is that thrusts the small boy out under the naked
heavens, to enact a sorry and shivering Crusoe on an islet in the
duck-pond. This it is that sends the little girl footing it after the
gi psy's van, oblivious of |essons, puddings, the enbrace naternal, the
pat er nal smack; hearing naught save the faint, far bugle-summons to
the pre-historic little savage that thrills and answers in the
tingling blood of her; seeing only a troop of dusky, dull-eyed guides
al ong that shining highway to the dimland east o' the sun and west o'
the nmoon: where freedomis, and you can wander and breathe, and at

ni ght tane street |lanps there are none -- only the hunter's fires, and
the eyes of lions, and the nysterious stars. In later years it is
stifled and gagged -- buried deep, a green turf at the head of it, and
on its heart a stone; but it lives, it breathes, it lurks, it will up
and out when 'tis |ooked for |east. That stockbroker, some bri ef
sumers gone, who was mssed fromhis wonted place one settling-day! a
goodly portly man, i' faith: and had a villa and a steam | aunch at
Surbiton: and was versed in the esoteric hunours of the House. \Wo
coul d have thought that the Hunter lay hid in hin? Yet, after many
weeks, they found himin a wild nook of Hanpshire. Ragged, sun-burnt,
the nocturnal haystack calling aloud fromhis frayed and

weat her - st ai ned duds, his trousers tucked, he was tickling trout with
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godl ess native urchins; and when they would have won himto hinself

wi th honi ed whi spers of Anmerican Rails, he answered but with babble of
green fields. He is back in his wonted corner now. quite cured,
apparently, and tractable. And yet -- let the sun shine too wantonly
in Thrognorton Street, let an errant zephyr, quick with the warm
South, fan but his cheek too wooingly on his way to the station; and
will he not once nobre snap his chain and away? Ay, truly: and next
time he will not be caught.

Deans have danced to the sane wild piping, though their chapters have
hushed the matter up. Even Duchesses (they say) have "~ “cone tripping

doon the stair,'' rapt by the clinbing passion fromtheir
strawberry-1| eaved surroundings into starlit spaces. Nay, ourselves,
too -- the douce, respectable nediocrities that we are -- which of us

but might recall sone fearful outbreak whose details are nercifully
unknown to the household that calls us breadw nner and chi ef ? Wat
marvel that up yonder the Hunter sniles? Wien he knows that every one
in his ken, the tinker with the statesnan, has caught his bugl e bl ast
and gone forth on its irresistible appeal!

Not that they are so easily followed as of yore, those flying echoes
of the horn! Joints are stiffer, nmaybe; certainly the desol ate suburbs
creep ever farther into the retreating fields; and when you reach the
wi ndy moorland, lo! it is all staked out into building-lots. Mid is
nmuddi er now t han heretofore; and ruts are ruttier. And what friendl ess
ol d beast cones |inping down the dreary | ane? He seens sorely shrunk
and shoul der-shotten; but by the sonething of divinity in his |ook
still nore than by the w ngs despondent along his nighty sides, 'tis
ever the old Pegasus -- not yet the knacker's own. " “Hard tines |'ve
been having,'' he murnurs, as you rub his nose. "~ These fell ows have
really no seat except for a park hack. As for this laurel, we were
wont to await it trenmbling: and in taking it we were afraid. Your
English way of hunting it down with yel pings and hall ooings -- well, |
may be out of date, but we wouldn't have stood that sort of thing on
Helicon.'' So he hobbles down the road. Good night, old fellow OQut of
date? Well, it may be so. And al as! the blanme is ours.

But for the Hunter -- there he rises -- couchant no nore. Nay, flung
full stretch on the blue, he blazes, he dom nates, he appals! WII his
turn, then, really cone at last? After sone Armageddon of catacl ysnal
ruin, all levelling, whelmng the County Councillor with the

Musi c-hall artiste, obliterating the very furrows of the Plough, shal
the skin-clad nomad string his bow once nore, and once nore | oose the

whistling shaft? Wldly incredible it seens. And yet -- |ook up! Look
up and behol d himconfident, erect, najestic -- there on the threshold
of the sky!
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