CHAPTER | - ACROSS THE PLAI NS

LEAVES FROM THE NOTEBOOK OF AN EM GRANT BETWEEN NEW YORK AND SAN

FRANCI SCO

MONDAY. - It was, if | remenber rightly, five o' clock when we were
all signalled to be present at the Ferry Depot of the railroad. An
em grant ship had arrived at New York on the Saturday night,

anot her on the Sunday norning, our own on Sunday afternoon, a
fourth early on Mnday; and as there is no emgrant train on Sunday
a great part of the passengers fromthese four ships was
concentrated on the train by which I was to travel. There was a
babel of bewi | dered nmen, wonen, and children. The wetched little
booki ng-of fi ce, and the baggage-room which was not nuch | arger
were crowded thick with emigrants, and were heavy and rank with the
at mosphere of dripping clothes. Open carts full of bedding stood
by the half-hour in the rain. The officials | oaded each other with
recrimnations. A bearded, nmildewed little man, whom | take to
have been an emigrant agent, was all over the place, his nouth ful
of brinstone, blustering and interfering. It was plain that the
whol e system if systemthere was, had utterly broken down under

the strain of so many passengers.

My own ticket was given nme at once, and an ol di sh man, who
preserved his head in the mdst of this turnoil, got ny baggage
regi stered, and counselled nme to stay quietly where | was till he
should give nme the word to nove. | had taken along with me a small
val i se, a knapsack, which | carried on ny shoulders, and in the bag

of nmy railway rug the whole of BANCRCFT'S H STORY OF THE UNI TED



STATES, in six fat volunes. It was as nuch as | could carry with
conveni ence even for short distances, but it insured ne plenty of
clothing, and the valise was at that nmonment, and often after
useful for a stool. | amsure | sat for an hour in the baggage-
room and wetched enough it was; yet, when at |last the word was
passed to ne and | picked up nmy bundles and got under way, it was

only to exchange disconfort for downright msery and danger

| followed the porters into a | ong shed reaching downhill from West
Street to the river. It was dark, the wind blew clean through it
fromend to end; and here | found a great bl ock of passengers and
baggage, hundreds of one and tons of the other. | feel | shal
have a difficulty to make nyself believed; and certainly the scene
must have been exceptional, for it was too dangerous for daily
repetition. It was a tight jam there was no fair way through the
m ngl ed mass of brute and living obstruction. Into the upper
skirts of the crowd porters, infuriated by hurry and overwork,
clove their way with shouts. | may say that we stood |ike sheep
and that the porters charged anpbng us |ike so nmany naddened sheep-
dogs; and | believe these nmen were no | onger answerable for their
acts. It mattered not what they were carrying, they drove straight
into the press, and when they could get no farther, blindly

di scharged their barrowful. Wth ny own hand, for instance, |
saved the life of a child as it sat upon its nother's knee, she
sitting on a box; and since | heard of no accident, | nust suppose
that there were many simlar interpositions in the course of the
evening. It will give sone idea of the state of mnd to which we
were reduced if | tell you that neither the porter nor the nother
of the child paid the |east attention to ny act. It was not till
sonme tinme after that | understood what | had done nyself, for to
ward of f heavy boxes seened at the nmonent a natural incident of
human life. Cold, wet, clanmour, dead opposition to progress, such

as one encounters in an evil dream had utterly daunted the



spirits. W had accepted this purgatory as a child accepts the
conditions of the world. For ny part, | shivered a little, and ny
back ached wearily; but | believe | had neither a hope nor a fear
and all the activities of nmy nature had becone tributary to one

massi ve sensation of disconfort.

At length, and after how long an interval | hesitate to guess, the
crowd began to nmove, heavily straining through itself. About the
same tinme sone | anps were lighted, and threw a sudden flare over
the shed. W were being filtered out into the river boat for
Jersey City. You may inmagine howslowy this filtering proceeded

t hrough the dense, choking crush, every one overladen wi th packages
or children, and yet under the necessity of fishing out his ticket
by the way; but it ended at length for me, and I found nyself on
deck under a flimsy awing and with a trifle of el bowroomto
stretch and breathe in. This was on the starboard; for the bul k of
the em grants stuck hopel essly on the port side, by which we had
entered. In vain the seanen shouted to themto nove on, and
threatened themwi th shi pweck. These poor people were under a
spell of stupor, and did not stir a foot. It rained as heavily as
ever, but the wind now cane in sudden claps and capfuls, not

wi t hout danger to a boat so badly ballasted as ours; and we crept
over the river in the darkness, trailing one paddle in the water

i ke a wounded duck, and passed ever and again by huge, illum nated
steaners running many knots, and heral di ng their approach by
strains of nusic. The contrast between these pl easure enbarkations
and our own grimvessel, with her list to port and her freight of
wet and silent emigrants, was of that glaring description which we

count too obvious for the purposes of art.

The landing at Jersey City was done in a stanpede. | had a fixed
sense of calanity, and to judge by conduct, the sane persuasi on was

conmon to us all. A panic selfishness, like that produced by fear



presi ded over the disorder of our |anding. People pushed, and

el bowed, and ran, their fanmlies follow ng how t hey coul d.

Children fell, and were picked up to be rewarded by a blow. One
child, who had | ost her parents, screaned steadily and with

i ncreasing shrillness, as though verging towards a fit; an official
kept her by him but no one el se seened so nuch as to remark her
distress; and | am ashaned to say that | ran anong the rest. | was
so weary that | had twice to make a halt and set down ny bundles in
the hundred yards or so between the pier and the railway station

so that | was quite wet by the tinme that | got under cover. There
was no waiting-room no refreshnment room the cars were | ocked; and
for at |east another hour, or so it seenmed, we had to canp upon the
draughty, gaslit platform | sat on ny valise, too crushed to
observe ny nei ghbours; but as they were all cold, and wet, and
weary, and driven stupidly crazy by the m smanagenent to which we
had been subjected, | believe they can have been no happier than
mysel f. | bought half-a-dozen oranges froma boy, for oranges and
nuts were the only refection to be had. As only two of them had
even a pretence of juice, | threw the other four under the cars,
and beheld, as in a dream grown people and children groping on the

track after my | eavings.

At last we were admitted into the cars, utterly dejected, and far
fromdry. For nmy own part, | got out a clothes-brush, and brushed
nmy trousers as hard as | could till | had dried them and warned ny
bl ood into the bargain; but no one el se, except ny next neighbour
to whom | lent the brush, appeared to take the | east precaution

As they were, they conposed thenselves to sleep. | had seen the
Iights of Phil adel phia, and been tw ce ordered to change carri ages
and tw ce counternanded, before |I allowed nyself to followtheir

exanpl e.

TUESDAY. - Wen | awoke, it was already day; the train was standing



idle; I was in the last carriage, and, seeing sone others strolling
to and fro about the lines, | opened the door and stepped forth, as
froma caravan by the wayside. W were near no station, nor even
as far as | could see, within reach of any signal. A green, open,
undul ating country stretched away upon all sides. Locust trees and
a single field of Indian corn gave it a foreign grace and interest;
but the contours of the land were soft and English. It was not
quite England, neither was it quite France; yet |ike enough either
to seemnatural in ny eyes. And it was in the sky, and not upon
the earth, that | was surprised to find a change. Explain it how
you may, and for my part | cannot explain it at all, the sun rises
with a different splendour in America and Europe. There is nore
clear gold and scarlet in our old country nornings; nore purple,
brown, and snoky orange in those of the new It may be from habit,
but to ne the coming of day is less fresh and inspiriting in the
latter; it has a duskier glory, and nore nearly resenbl es sunset;

it seems to fit some subsequential, evening epoch of the world, as
t hough Anerica were in fact, and not nerely in fancy, farther from
the orient of Aurora and the springs of day. | thought so then, by
the railroad side in Pennsylvania, and | have thought so a dozen
times since in far distant parts of the continent. |If it be an
illusion it is one very deeply rooted, and in which nmy eyesight is

acconplice

Soon after a train whisked by, announcing and accomnpanying its
passage by the swift beating of a sort of chapel bell upon the
engine; and as it was for this we had been waiting, we were
sunmoned by the cry of "All aboard!" and went on again upon our
way. The whole line, it appeared, was topsy-turvy; an accident at
m dni ght having thrown all the traffic hours into arrear. W paid
for this in the flesh, for we had no neals all that day. Fruit we
coul d buy upon the cars; and now and then we had a few minutes at

some station with a nmeagre show of rolls and sandw ches for sale;



but we were so nany and so ravenous that, though | tried at every
opportunity, the coffee was al ways exhausted before | could el bow

my way to the counter.

Qur American sunrise had ushered in a noble sumer's day. There
was not a cloud; the sunshine was baking; yet in the woody river
val | eys anong whi ch we wound our way, the atnosphere preserved a
sparkling freshness till late in the afternoon. It had an inland
sweet ness and variety to one newy fromthe sea; it snelt of woods,
rivers, and the delved earth. These, though in so far a country,
were airs fromhome. | stood on the platformby the hour; and as
saw, one after another, pleasant villages, carts upon the highway
and fishers by the stream and heard cockcrows and cheery voices in
the di stance, and beheld the sun, no | onger shining blankly on the
pl ai ns of ocean, but striking anong shapely hills and his |ight

di spersed and col oured by a thousand acci dents of form and surface,
I began to exult with nyself upon this rise in life |ike a man who
had cone into a rich estate. And when | had asked the nane of a
river fromthe brakesman, and heard that it was called the
Susquehanna, the beauty of the nane seenmed to be part and parcel of
the beauty of the land. As when Adamw th divine fitness naned the
creatures, so this word Susquehanna was at once accepted by the
fancy. That was the nane, as no other could be, for that shining

river and desirable valley.

None can care for literature in itself who do not take a specia

pl easure in the sound of nanes; and there is no part of the world

where nonencl ature is so rich, poetical, hunorous, and picturesque
as the United States of Anerica. Al tines, races, and | anguages

have brought their contribution. Pekinis in the same State with

Euclid, with Bellefontaine, and with Sandusky. Chelsea, with its

London associ ations of red brick, Sloane Square, and the King's

Road, is own suburb to stately and prinmeval Menphis; there they



have their seat, translated nanes of cities, where the M ssissipp
runs by Tennessee and Arkansas; and both, while | was crossing the
continent, lay, watched by arnmed nen, in the horror and isolation
of a plague. dd, red Manhattan lies, like an Indian arrowhead
under a steam factory, below anglified New York. The names of the
States and Territories thenselves forma chorus of sweet and nost
romanti c vocabl es: Delaware, Chio, Indiana, Florida, Dakota, |owa,
Woni ng, M nnesota, and the Carolinas; there are few poens with a
nobl er nusic for the ear: a songful, tuneful land; and if the new
Homer shall arise fromthe Western continent, his verse will be
enriched, his pages sing spontaneously, with the nanes of states

and cities that would strike the fancy in a business circular.

Late in the evening we were |landed in a waiting-roomat Pittsburg.

I had now under ny charge a young and sprightly Dutch wi dow with
her children; these | was to watch over providentially for a
certain distance farther on the way; but as | found she was
furnished with a basket of eatables, | left her in the waiting-room
to seek a dinner for nyself. | nention this neal, not only because
it was the first of which | had partaken for about thirty hours,

but because it was the neans of ny first introduction to a col oured
gentleman. He did ne the honour to wait upon ne after a fashion
while | was eating; and with every word, |ook, and gesture marched
me farther into the country of surprise. He was indeed strikingly
unl i ke the negroes of Ms. Beecher Stowe, or the Christy Mnstrels
of nmy youth. Imagine a gentlenman, certainly somewhat dark, but of
a pl easant warm hue, speaking English with a slight and rather odd
foreign accent, every inch a nman of the world, and arned with
manners so patronisingly superior that | amat a loss to nane their
parallel in England. A butler perhaps rides as high over the
unbutl ered, but then he sets you right with a reserve and a sort of
si ghi ng patience which one is often noved to adnmire. And again,

the abstract butler never stoops to famliarity. But the col oured



gentleman will pass you a wink at a tine; he is famliar |like an
upper formboy to a fag; he unbends to you like Prince Hal with
Poins and Fal staff. He nakes hinself at hone and wel cone. | ndeed,
| may say, this waiter behaved hinself to me throughout that supper
much as, with us, a young, free, and not very self-respecting
mast er m ght behave to a good-| ooking chanbermaid. | had come
prepared to pity the poor negro, to put himat his ease, to prove
in a thousand condescensions that | was no sharer in the prejudice
of race; but | assure you | put ny patronage away for another

occasi on, and had the grace to be pleased with that result.

Seeing he was a very honest fellow, | consulted hi mupon a point of
etiquette: if one should offer to tip the American waiter?
Certainly not, he told ne. Never. It would not do. They

consi dered thenselves too highly to accept. They would even resent
the offer. As for himand ne, we had enjoyed a very pl easant
conversation; he, in particular, had found nuch pl easure in ny
society; | was a stranger; this was exactly one of those rare
conjunctures.... Wthout being very clear seeing, | can stil
perceive the sun at noonday; and the col oured gentleman deftly

pocketed a quarter

VEDNESDAY. - A little after midnight I convoyed ny w dow and
orphans on board the train; and norning found us far into Chio.
This had early been a favourite hone of ny inmagination; | have

pl ayed at being in Chio by the week, and enjoyed sone capital sport
there with a dumtmy gun, ny person being still unbreeched. M
preference was founded on a work which appeared in CASSELL'S FAM LY
PAPER, and was read aloud to nme by ny nurse. It narrated the

doi ngs of one Custal oga, an Indian brave, who, in the [ast chapter
very obligingly washed the paint off his face and becane Sir

Regi nal d Sonebody-or-other; a trick | never forgave him The idea

of a man being an I ndian brave, and then giving that up to be a



baronet, was one which ny mnd rejected. |t offended
verisinmlitude, like the pretended anxiety of Robinson Crusoe and

others to escape from uni nhabited islands.

But Chio was not at all as | had pictured it. W were now on those
great plains which stretch unbroken to the Rocky Mountains. The
country was flat like Holland, but far frombeing dull. Al

through Chio, Indiana, Illinois, and lowa, or for as nuch as | saw
of themfromthe train and in ny waking nonents, it was rich and
various, and breathed an el egance peculiar to itself. The tal

corn pleased the eye; the trees were graceful in thenselves, and
franed the plain into long, aerial vistas; and the clean, bright,

gardened townshi ps spoke of country fare and pl easant sunmer

evenings on the stoop. It was a sort of flat paradise; but, I am
afraid, not unfrequented by the devil. That norning dawned wth
such a freezing chill as |I have rarely felt; a chill that was not

per haps so neasurable by instrument, as it struck home upon the
heart and seenmed to travel with the blood. Day canme in with a
shudder. Wiite mists lay thinly over the surface of the plain, as
we see themnore often on a | ake; and though the sun had soon

di spersed and drunk them up, |eaving an atnosphere of fever heat
and crystal pureness from horizon to horizon, the mists had stil
been there, and we knew that this paradi se was haunted by killing
danmps and foul malaria. The fences along the Iine bore but two
descriptions of advertisenent; one to recommend tobaccos, and the
other to vaunt renedi es against the ague. At the point of day, and
while we were all in the grasp of that first chill, a native of the
state, who had got in at sone way station, pronounced it, with a

doctoral air, "a fever and ague norning."

The Dutch wi dow was a person of sone character. She had conceived
at first sight a great aversion for the present witer, which she

was at no pains to conceal. But being a woman of a practica



spirit, she nade no difficulty about accepting ny attentions, and
encouraged me to buy her children fruits and candies, to carry al
her parcels, and even to sleep upon the floor that she mght profit
by nmy enpty seat. Nay, she was such a rattle by nature, and, so
powerful ly noved to autobiographical talk, that she was forced, for
want of a better, to take nme into confidence and tell me the story
of her life. | heard about her |ate husband, who seened to have
made his chief inpression by taking her out pleasuring on Sundays.

I could tell you her prospects, her hopes, the anount of her
fortune, the cost of her housekeeping by the week, and a variety of
particular matters that are not usually disclosed except to
friends. At one station, she shook up her children to | ook at a
man on the platformand say if he were not like M. Z.; while to ne
she expl ai ned how she had been keepi ng conpany with this M. Z.,
how far matters had proceeded, and how it was because of his

desi stance that she was now travelling to the West. Then, when |
was thus put in possession of the facts, she asked my judgnent on
that type of manly beauty. | adnmired it to her heart's content.
She was not, | think, remarkably veracious in talk, but broidered
as fancy pronpted, and built castles in the air out of her past;

yet she had that sort of candour, to keep ne, in spite of all these
confidences, steadily aware of her aversion. Her parting words
were ingeniously honest. "I amsure,"” said she, "we all OUGHT to
be very much obliged to you." | cannot pretend that she put ne at
my ease; but | had a certain respect for such a genuine dislike. A
poor nature would have slipped, in the course of these

famliarities, into a sort of worthless toleration for ne.

We reached Chicago in the evening. | was turned out of the cars,
bundl ed i nto an omi bus, and driven off through the streets to the
station of a different railroad. Chicago seened a great and gl oony
city. | renmenber having subscribed, |let us say sixpence, towards

its restoration at the period of the fire; and now when | beheld



street after street of ponderous houses and crowds of confortable
burghers, | thought it would be a graceful act for the corporation
to refund that sixpence, or, at the least, to entertain me to a
cheerful dinner. But there was no word of restitution. | was that
city's benefactor, yet | was received in a third-class waiting-
room and the best dinner | could get was a dish of ham and eggs at

my own expense.

I can safely say, | have never been so dog-tired as that night in
Chicago. When it was time to start, | descended the platformlike
amn in a dream It was a long train, lighted fromend to end;

and car after car, as | cane up with it, was not only filled but
overflowing. M valise, ny knapsack, ny rug, with those six

ponder ous tones of Bancroft, weighed me double; | was hot,
feverish, painfully athirst; and there was a great darkness over
me, an internal darkness, not to be dispelled by gas. Wen at |ast
I found an enpty bench, | sank into it |like a bundle of rags, the

worl d seenmed to swimaway into the distance, and nmy consci ousness

dwindled within me to a nmere pin's head, like a taper on a foggy
ni ght.
Wen | came a little nore to nyself, | found that there had sat

down beside ne a very cheerful, rosy little German gentl enan,
somewhat gone in drink, who was talking away to ne, nineteen to the
dozen, as they say. | did ny best to keep up the conversation; for
it seemed to me dimMy as if sonething depended upon that. | heard
himrel ate, anmong many other things, that there were pickpockets on
the train, who had already robbed a man of forty dollars and a
return ticket; but though | caught the words, | do not think
properly understood the sense until next norning; and | believe
replied at the tinme that | was very glad to hear it. What else he
tal ked about | have no guess; | renenber a gabbling sound of words,

his profuse gesticulation, and his snmle, which was highly



expl anatory: but no nore. And | suppose | nust have shown ny
confusion very plainly; for, first, | saw himknit his brows at ne
i ke one who has conceived a doubt; next, he tried ne in German,
supposi ng perhaps that | was unfanmliar with the English tongue;
and finally, in despair, he rose and left ne. | felt chagrined,
but ny fatigue was too crushing for delay, and, stretching nyself
as far as that was possible upon the bench, | was received at once

into a dreamnl ess stupor

The little German gentlenman was only going a little way into the
suburbs after a DINER FIN, and was bent on entertainnment while the
journey lasted. Having failed with nme, he pitched next upon

anot her emigrant, who had cone through from Canada, and was not one
jot less weary than nyself. Nay, even in a natural state, as
found next norning when we scraped acquai ntance, he was a heavy,
unconmuni cative man. After trying himon different topics, it
appears that the little German gentl eman flounced into a tenper,
swore an oath or two, and departed fromthat car in quest of
livelier society. Poor little gentleman! | suppose he thought an
em grant should be a rollicking, free-hearted blade, with a flask
of foreign brandy and a |long, comical story to beguile the nonents

of digestion.

THURSDAY. - | suppose there nust be a cycle in the fatigue of
travelling, for when | awoke next norning, | was entirely renewed
in spirits and ate a hearty breakfast of porridge, with sweet nilk,
and cof fee and hot cakes, at Burlington upon the M ssissippi

Anot her long day's ride followed, with but one feature worthy of
remark. At a place called Creston, a drunken nan got in. He was
aggressively friendly, but, according to English notions, not at

all unpresentable upon a train. For one stage he eluded the notice
of the officials; but just as we were begi nning to nove out of the

next station, Cromwell by nane, by canme the conductor. There was a



word or two of talk; and then the official had the man by the
shoul ders, twitched himfromhis seat, marched himthrough the car
and sent himflying on to the track. It was done in three notions,
as exact as a piece of drill. The train was still noving slowy,
al t hough begi nning to nend her pace, and the drunkard got his feet
without a fall. He carried a red bundle, though not so red as his
cheeks; and he shook this nenacingly in the air with one hand,
while the other stole behind himto the region of the kidneys. It
was the first indication that | had come anong revol vers, and
observed it with sone enotion. The conductor stood on the steps
with one hand on his hip, |ooking back at him and perhaps this
attitude inposed upon the creature, for he turned w thout further
ado, and went off staggering along the track towards Cromnel |

foll owed by a peal of laughter fromthe cars. They were speaking

English all about ne, but | knew | was in a foreign |and.

Twenty minutes before nine that night, we were deposited at the
Pacific Transfer Station near Council Bluffs, on the eastern bank
of the Mssouri river. Here we were to stay the night at a kind of
caravanserai, set apart for emgrants. But | gave way to a thirst
for luxury, separated nmyself from ny conpani ons, and narched with
my effects into the Union Pacific Hotel. A white clerk and a

col oured gentl eman whom in ny plain European way, | should cal

the boots, were installed behind a counter |ike bank tellers. They
took nmy name, assigned nme a nunber, and proceeded to deal with ny
packages. And here cane the tug of war. | w shed to give up ny
packages into safe keeping; but | did not wish to go to bed. And

this, it appeared, was inpossible in an American hotel

It was, of course, some inane nisunderstandi ng, and sprang from ny
unfam liarity with the | anguage. For although two nations use the
same words and read the sane books, intercourse is not conducted by

the dictionary. The business of life is not carried on by words,



but in set phrases, each with a special and al nost a sl ang
signification. Some international obscurity prevailed between ne
and the col oured gentleman at Council Bluffs; so that what | was
aski ng, which seened very natural to ne, appeared to hima
nmonstrous exigency. He refused, and that with the plai nness of the
West. This Anerican manner of conducting matters of business is,

at first, highly unpalatable to the European. Wen we approach a
man in the way of his calling, and for those services by which he
earns his bread, we consider himfor the tine being our hired
servant. But in the Anerican opinion, tw gentlenmen neet and have
a friendly talk with a view to exchanging favours if they shal
agree to please. | know not which is the nore convenient, nor even
which is the nore truly courteous. The English stiffness
unfortunately tends to be continued after the particular
transaction is at an end, and thus favours class separations. But
on the other hand, these equalitarian plainnesses | eave an open

field for the insolence of Jack-in-office.

I was nettled by the coloured gentlenman's refusal, and unbuttoned

my wath under the simlitude of ironical subm ssion. | knew
nothing, | said, of the ways of Anerican hotels; but | had no
desire to give trouble. If there was nothing for it but to get to

bed i medi ately, let himsay the word, and though it was not ny

habit, | should cheerfully obey.

He burst into a shout of laughter. "Ah!" said he, "you do not know
about America. They are fine people in Anerica. OCh! you will Iike
themvery well. But you nmustn't get nad. | know what you want.

You cone along with nme."

And issuing frombehind the counter, and taking me by the armlike

an ol d acquai ntance, he led me to the bar of the hotel

"There," said he, pushing nme from himby the shoulder, "go and have



a drink!"

THE EM GRANT TRAI'N

Al'l this while | had been travelling by mxed trains, where | night
meet with Dutch widows and little German gentry fresh fromtable.

I had been but a latent emigrant; now | was to be branded once
nmore, and put apart with ny fellows. It was about two in the
afternoon of Friday that | found nyself in front of the Em grant
House, with nore than a hundred others, to be sorted and boxed for
the journey. A white-haired official, with a stick under one arm
and a list in the other hand, stood apart in front of us, and
called nane after nanme in the tone of a cormand. At each nane you
woul d see a fanmily gather up its brats and bundles and run for the
hi ndnost of the three cars that stood awaiting us, and | soon
concluded that this was to be set apart for the wonen and chil dren
The second or central car, it turned out, was devoted to nen
travelling alone, and the third to the Chinese. The official was
easily noved to anger at the |least delay; but the enigrants were
both quick at answering their names, and speedy in getting

t hensel ves and their effects on board.

The fanmilies once housed, we nen carried the second car w thout
cerenony by sinultaneous assault. | suppose the reader has sone
noti on of an American railroad-car, that |ong, narrow wooden box,
like a flat-roofed Noah's ark, with a stove and a conveni ence, one
at either end, a passage down the nmiddle, and transverse benches
upon either hand. Those destined for em grants on the Union
Pacific are only remarkable for their extrene plainness, nothing
but wood entering in any part into their constitution, and for the

usual inefficacy of the lanps, which often went out and shed but a



dying glinmrer even while they burned. The benches are too short
for anything but a young child. \Where there is scarce el bowroom
for two to sit, there will not be space enough for one to lie.
Hence the conpany, or rather, as it appears fromcertain bills
about the Transfer Station, the conpany's servants, have conceived
a plan for the better accommvodati on of travellers. They prevail on
every two to chumtogether. To each of the chuns they sell a board
and three square cushions stuffed with straw, and covered with thin
cotton. The benches can be made to face each other in pairs, for
the backs are reversible. On the approach of night the boards are
laid frombench to bench, making a couch wi de enough for two, and

I ong enough for a man of the mddl e height; and the chuns |ie down
side by side upon the cushions with the head to the conductor's van
and the feet to the engine. When the train is full, of course this
plan is inpossible, for there nmust not be nore than one to every
bench, neither can it be carried out unless the chuns agree. It
was to bring about this last condition that our white-haired

of ficial now bestirred hinself. He nade a nost active master of
cerenoni es, introducing likely couples, and even guaranteeing the
am ability and honesty of each. The greater the nunmber of happy
couples the better for his pocket, for it was he who sold the raw
material of the beds. His price for one board and three straw
cushions began with two dollars and a half; but before the train
left, and, | amsorry to say, long after | had purchased mne, it

had fallen to one dollar and a half.

The mat ch-rmaker had a difficulty with nme; perhaps, |ike sone

| adies, | showed nyself too eager for union at any price; but
certainly the first who was picked out to be ny bedfell ow, declined
the honour without thanks. He was an old, heavy, slow spoken nan,

I think from Yankeel and, | ooked nme all over with great timdity,
and then began to excuse hinself in broken phrases. He didn't know

the young man, he said. The young nman mi ght be very honest, but



how was he to know that? There was anot her young man whom he had
met already in the train; he guessed he was honest, and woul d
prefer to chumw th hi mupon the whole. Al this w thout any sort
of excuse, as though | had been inanimate or absent. | began to
trenble | est every one should refuse ny conpany, and | be left
rejected. But the next in turn was a tall, strapping, |ong-Iinbed,
smal | - headed, curly-haired Pennsylvania Dutchman, with a soldierly
smartness in his manner. To be exact, he had acquired it in the
navy. But that was all one; he had at |east been trained to
desperate resol ves, so he accepted the match, and the white-haired
swi ndl er pronounced the connubi al benediction, and pocketed his

f ees.

The rest of the afternoon was spent in making up the train. | am
afraid to say how many baggage-waggons foll owed the engine,
certainly a score; then cane the Chinese, then we, then the
famlies, and the rear was brought up by the conductor in what, if
| have it rightly, is called his caboose. The class to which |
bel onged was of course far the largest, and we ran over, so to
speak, to both sides; so that there were sone Caucasi ans anong the
Chi nanmen, and sone bachel ors anong the famlies. But our own car
was pure from adm xture, save for one little boy of eight or nine
who had the whoopi ng-cough. At last, about six, the long train
crawl ed out of the Transfer Station and across the wi de M ssouri

river to Omha, westward bound.

It was a troubl ed unconfortable evening in the cars. There was
thunder in the air, which helped to keep us restless. A man played
many airs upon the cornet, and none of them were nuch attended to,
until he canme to "Hone, sweet honme." It was truly strange to note
how the tal k ceased at that, and the faces began to | engthen.

have no i dea whether nusically this air is to be considered good or

bad; but it belongs to that class of art which may be best



described as a brutal assault upon the feelings. Pathos nust be
relieved by dignity of treatnment. |If you wallow naked in the
pathetic, |like the author of "Honme, sweet home,"” you make your
hearers weep in an unmanly fashion; and even while yet they are
nmoved, they despise thenselves and hate the occasion of their
weakness. It did not cone to tears that night, for the experinent
was interrupted. An elderly, hard-looking man, with a goatee beard
and about as rmuch appearance of sentiment an you woul d expect from
aretired slaver, turned with a start and bade the performer stop
that "damed thing." "I've heard about enough of that," he added;
"give us sonething about the good country we're going to." A

mur mur of adhesion ran round the car; the perfornmer took the
instrunment fromhis |ips, |aughed and nodded, and then struck into
a dancing neasure; and, like a new Tinotheus, stilled inmediately

the enption he had rai sed.

The day faded; the lanps were lit; a party of wild young nmen, who
got off next evening at North Platte, stood together on the stern
platform singing "The Sweet By-and-bye" with very tuneful voices;
the chuns began to put up their beds; and it seened as if the

busi ness of the day were at an end. But it was not so; for, the
train stopping at some station, the cars were instantly thronged
with the natives, wi ves and fathers, young nen and mai dens, some of
themin little nore than nightgear, some with stable |anterns, and
all offering beds for sale. Their charge began with twenty-five
cents a cushion, but fell, before the train went on again, to
fifteen, with the bed-board gratis, or less than one-fifth of what
I had paid for mine at the Transfer. This is ny contribution to

the econony of future em grants.

A great personage on an American train is the newsboy. He sells
books (such books!), papers, fruit, lollipops, and cigars; and on

em grant journeys, soap, towels, tin washing dishes, tin coffee



pitchers, coffee, tea, sugar, and tinned eatables, nostly hash or
beans and bacon. Early next norning the newsboy went around the
cars, and chumm ng on a nore extended principle becane the order of
the hour. It requires but a copartnery of two to nanage beds; but
washi ng and eating can be carried on nost economically by a
syndicate of three. | myself entered a little after sunrise into
articles of agreenent, and becanme one of the firmof Pennsylvania,
Shakespeare, and Dubuque. Shakespeare was nmy own ni ckname on the
cars; Pennsylvania that of ny bedfell ow, and Dubuque, the nane of a
place in the State of lowa, that of an aniable young fellow going
west to cure an asthma, and retarding his recovery by incessantly
chewi ng or snoking, and sonetines chew ng and snoki ng together. |
have never seen tobacco so sillily abused. Shakespeare bought a
tin washi ng-di sh, Dubuque a towel, and Pennsylvania a brick of
soap. The partners used these instrunments, one after another
according to the order of their first awaking; and when the firm
had finished there was no want of borrowers. Each filled the tin
dish at the water filter opposite the stove, and retired with the
whol e stock in trade to the platformof the car. There he knelt
down, supporting hinself by a shoul der agai nst the woodwork or one
el bow crooked about the railing, and made a shift to wash his face
and neck and hands; a cold, an insufficient, and, if the trainis

nmovi ng rapidly, a somewhat dangerous toilet.

On a sinilar division of expense, the firm of Pennsyl vani a,
Shakespeare, and Dubuque supplied thenselves with coffee, sugar

and necessary vessels; and their operations are a type of what went
on through all the cars. Before the sun was up the stove would be
brightly burning; at the first station the natives would cone on
board with nmilk and eggs and coffee cakes; and soon fromend to end
the car would be filled with little parties breakfasting upon the

bed-boards. It was the pl easantest hour of the day.



There were neals to be had, however, by the wayside: a breakfast
in the norning, a dinner sonewhere between el even and two, and
supper fromfive to eight or nine at night. W had rarely less
than twenty minutes for each; and if we had not spent nmany anot her
twenty minutes waiting for sone express upon a side track anong
mles of desert, we m ght have taken an hour to each repast and
arrived at San Francisco up to tinme. For haste is not the foible
of an enmigrant train. It gets through on sufferance, running the
gauntl et among its nore considerable brethren; should there be a
block, it is unhesitatingly sacrificed; and they cannot, in
consequence, predict the length of the passage within a day or so.
Cvility is the main confort that you mss. Equality, though
conceived very largely in Anerica, does not extend so | ow down as
to an emigrant. Thus in all other trains, a warning cry of "All
aboard!" recalls the passengers to take their seats; but as soon as
I was alone with emgrants, and fromthe Transfer all the way to
San Francisco, | found this cerenony was preternitted; the train
stole fromthe station without note of warning, and you had to keep
an eye upon it even while you ate. The annoyance i s consi derabl e,

and the di srespect both wanton and petty.

Many conductors, again, will hold no conmunication with an
emgrant. | asked a conductor one day at what time the train would
stop for dinner; as he nade no answer | repeated the question, with
alike result; athird time | returned to the charge, and then
Jack-in-office | ooked me coolly in the face for several seconds and
turned ostentatiously away. | believe he was half ashaned of his
brutality; for when another person nade the same inquiry, although
he still refused the information, he condescended to answer, and
even to justify his reticence in a voice | oud enough for ne to
hear. It was, he said, his principle not to tell people where they
were to dine; for one answer |led to nmany other questions, as what

o'clock it was? or, how soon should we be there? and he coul d not



afford to be eternally worried.

As you are thus cut off fromthe superior authorities, a great dea
of your confort depends on the character of the newsboy. He has it
in his power indefinitely to better and brighten the emigrant's
lot. The newsboy with whomwe started fromthe Transfer was a
dark, bullying, contenptuous, insolent scoundrel, who treated us
like dogs. Indeed, in his case, matters cane nearly to a fight.

It happened thus: he was going his rounds through the cars with
some commodities for sale, and coning to a party who were at SEVEN
UP or CASCINO (our two ganes), upon a bed-board, slung down a
cigar-box in the niddle of the cards, knocking one nan's hand to
the floor. It was the last straw. |In a nonment the whole party
were upon their feet, the cigars were upset, and he was ordered to
"get out of that directly, or he would get nore than he reckoned
for." The fellow grunbled and muttered, but ended by naking off,
and was less openly insulting in the future. On the other hand,
the lad who rode with us in this capacity from Ogden to Sacranento
made hinself the friend of all, and hel ped us with information,
attention, assistance, and a kind countenance. He told us where
and when we shoul d have our neals, and how long the train would
stop; kept seats at table for those who were del ayed, and wat ched
that we should neither be | eft behind nor yet unnecessarily
hurried. You, who live at hone at ease, can hardly realise the
greatness of this service, even had it stood alone. Wen | think
of that lad com ng and going, train after train, with his bright
face and civil words, | see how easily a good nman nay becone the
benefactor of his kind. Perhaps he is discontented with hinself,
perhaps troubled with anbitions; why, if he but knewit, he is a
hero of the old Greek stanp; and while he thinks he is only earning
a profit of a few cents, and that perhaps exorbitant, he is doing a

man's work, and bettering the world.



I nmust tell here an experience of nine with another newsboy.
tell it because it gives so good an exanple of that uncivi

ki ndness of the Anmerican, which is perhaps their nost bew | dering

character to one newy landed. It was immediately after | had |eft
the emigrant train; and | amtold | |ooked like a man at death's
door, so nuch had this long journey shaken ne. | sat at the end of

a car, and the catch being broken, and nyself feverish and sick, |
had to hold the door open with ny foot for the sake of air. In
this attitude ny | eg debarred the newsboy from his box of

mer chandi se. | nmade haste to |l et himpass when | observed that he
was coning; but | was busy with a book, and so once or tw ce he
came upon me unawares. On these occasions he nost rudely struck ny
foot aside; and though | nyself apologised, as if to show himthe
way, he answered ne never a word. | chafed furiously, and | fear
the next tine it would have come to words. But suddenly | felt a
touch upon ny shoulder, and a large juicy pear was put into ny
hand. It was the newsboy, who had observed that | was |looking ill,
and so made ne this present out of a tender heart. For the rest of
the journey | was petted like a sick child; he lent me newspapers,
thus depriving hinself of his legitimte profit on their sale, and

came repeatedly to sit by me and cheer me up.

THE PLAI NS OF NEBRASKA

It had thundered on the Friday night, but the sun rose on Saturday
without a cloud. W were at sea - there is no other adequate
expression - on the plains of Nebraska. | nade ny observatory on
the top of a fruit-waggon, and sat by the hour upon that perch to
spy about me, and to spy in vain for something new It was a world
al rost without a feature; an enpty sky, an enpty earth; front and
back, the Iine of railway stretched fromhorizon to horizon, like a

cue across a billiard-board; on either hand, the green plain ran



till it touched the skirts of heaven. Along the track innunerable
wi I d sunflowers, no bigger than a crown-piece, blooned in a

conti nuous flower-bed; grazing beasts were seen upon the prairie at
al | degrees of distance and di mi nution; and now and again we m ght
perceive a few dots beside the railroad which grew nore and nore
distinct as we drew nearer till they turned into wooden cabins, and
then dwi ndl ed and dwindled in our wake until they nelted into their
surroundi ngs, and we were once nore al one upon the billiard-board.
The train toiled over this infinity like a snail; and being the one
thing noving, it was wonderful what huge proportions it began to
assume in our regard. It seemed miles in length, and either end of
it wthin but a step of the horizon. Even ny own body or my own
head seenmed a great thing in that enptiness. | note the feeling
the more readily as it is the contrary of what | have read of in
the experience of others. Day and night, above the roar of the
train, our ears were kept busy with the incessant chirp of
grasshoppers - a noise like the winding up of countless clocks and

wat ches, which began after a while to seem proper to that |and.

To one hurrying through by steamthere was a certain exhilaration
in this spacious vacancy, this greatness of the air, this discovery
of the whole arch of heaven, this straight, unbroken, prison-1line
of the horizon. Yet one could not but reflect upon the weariness
of those who passed by there in old days, at the foot's pace of
oxen, painfully urging their teans, and with no | andmark but that
unat t ai nabl e eveni ng sun for which they steered, and which daily
fled them by an equal stride. They had nothing, it would seem to
overtake; nothing by which to reckon their advance; no sight for
repose or for encouragenent; but stage after stage, only the dead
green waste under foot, and the nocking, fugitive horizon. But the
eye, as | have been told, found differences even here; and at the
worst the em grant cane, by perseverance, to the end of his toil

It is the settlers, after all, at whomwe have a right to marvel.



Qur consciousness, by which we live, is itself but the creature of
variety. Upon what food does it subsist in such a |land? What
livelihood can repay a human creature for a life spent in this huge
saneness? He is cut off from books, from news, from conmpany, from
all that can relieve existence but the prosecution of his affairs.
A sky full of stars is the nobst varied spectacle that he can hope.
He may wal k five nmiles and see nothing; ten, and it is as though he
had not nmoved; twenty, and still he is in the mdst of the sane
great |evel, and has approached no nearer to the one object within
view, the flat horizon which keeps pace with his advance. W are
full at home of the question of agreeable wall-papers, and w se
peopl e are of opinion that the tenper may be quieted by sedative
surroundings. But what is to be said of the Nebraskan settler?

Hs is a wall -paper with a vengeance - one quarter of the universe

laid bare in all its gauntness.

Hi s eye nust enbrace at every gl ance the whol e seem ng concave of
the visible world; it quails before so vast an outlook, it is
tortured by distance; yet there is no rest or shelter till the man
runs into his cabin, and can repose his sight upon things near at
hand. Hence, | amtold, a sickness of the vision peculiar to these

enpty pl ai ns.

Yet perhaps with sunflowers and ci cadae, sunmer and winter, cattle,
wife and famly, the settler may create a full and various

exi stence. One person at least | saw upon the plains who seened in
every way superior to her lot. This was a woman who boarded us at
a way station, selling mlk. She was largely forned; her features
were nmore than conely; she had that great rarity - a fine

compl exi on whi ch becane her; and her eyes were kind, dark, and
steady. She sold nmilk with patriarchal grace. There was not a
line in her countenance, not a note in her soft and sl eepy voice,

but spoke of an entire contentnment with her life. It would have



been fatuous arrogance to pity such a woman. Yet the place where
she lived was to ne al nost ghastly. Less than a dozen wooden
houses, all of a shape and all nearly of a size, stood planted
along the railway lines. Each stood apart in its own lot. Each
opened direct off the billiard-board, as if it were a billiard-
board indeed, and these only nodels that had been set down upon it
ready made. Her own, into which | [ooked, was clean but very
enpty, and showed not hing honeli ke but the burning fire. This
extrene newness, above all in so naked and flat a country, gives a
strong inpression of artificiality. Wth none of the litter and
di scol oration of human life; with the paths unworn, and the houses
still sweating fromthe axe, such a settlenent as this seens purely
scenic. The nmind is loth to accept it for a piece of reality; and
it seens incredible that life can go on with so few properties, or

the great child, man, find entertainnment in so bare a pl ayroom

And truly it is as yet an inconplete society in sone points; or at
|l east it contained, as | passed through, one person inconpletely
civilised. At North Platte, where we supped that evening, one man
asked another to pass the nmilk-jug. This other was well-dressed
and of what we should call a respectabl e appearance; a darkish man,
hi gh spoken, eating as though he had sone usage of society; but he

turned upon the first speaker with extraordi nary vehenence of tone

"There's a waiter here!" he cried.

"I only asked you to pass the mlk," explained the first.

Here is the retort verbatim -

"Pass! Hell! 1'mnot paid for that business; the waiter's paid

for it. You should use civility at table, and, by God, 1'll show



you how "

The other man very wisely nmade no answer, and the bully went on
with his supper as though nothing had occurred. It pleases ne to
think that sone day soon he will nmeet with one of his own kidney;

and t hat perhaps both may fall.

THE DESERT OF WYOM NG

To cross such a plain is to grow honesick for the nountains.

Il onged for the Black Hills of Wom ng, which | knew we were soon to
enter, like an ice-bound whaler for the spring. Alas! and it was a
worse country than the other. Al Sunday and Monday we travell ed

t hrough these sad nmountains, or over the main ridge of the Rockies,
which is a fair match to themfor misery of aspect. Hour after
hour it was the sane unhonely and unkindly world about our onward
pat h; tumnbl ed boul ders, cliffs that drearily imtate the shape of
monunents and fortifications - how drearily, how tanely, none can
tell who has not seen them not a tree, not a patch of sward, not
one shapely or conmandi ng nountain forny sage-brush, eternal sage-
brush; over all, the sane weariful and gl oony col ouring, grays
warmi ng into brown, grays darkening towards bl ack; and for sole
sign of life, here and there a few fl eei ng antel opes; here and
there, but at incredible intervals, a creek running in a canon

The pl ai ns have a grandeur of their own; but here there is nothing
but a contorted smallness. Except for the air, which was |ight and
stimulating, there was not one good circunstance in that God-

f orsaken | and.

| had been suffering in nmy health a good deal all the way; and at
| ast, whether | was exhausted by ny conplaint or poisoned in some

waysi de eating-house, the evening we left Laranmie, | fell sick



outright. That was a night which | shall not readily forget. The
| anps did not go out; each nmade a faint shining inits own

nei ghbour hood, and the shadows were confounded together in the

I ong, hollow box of the car. The sleepers lay in uneasy attitudes;
here two chuns al ongside, flat upon their backs |ike dead folk;
there a man sprawling on the floor, with his face upon his arm
there another half seated with his head and shoul ders on the bench
The npost passive were continually and roughly shaken by the
novenent of the train; others stirred, turned, or stretched out
their arns like children; it was surprising how many groaned and
murrmured in their sleep; and as | passed to and fro, stepping
across the prostrate, and caught now a snore, now a gasp, how a

hal f-formed word, it gave me a neasure of the worthl essness of rest
in that unresting vehicle. Although it was chill, |I was obliged to
open ny wi ndow, for the degradation of the air soon becane
intolerable to one who was awake and using the full supply of life.
Qutside, in a glinrering night, | saw the bl ack, anorphous hills
shoot by unweariedly into our wake. They that long for norning

have never longed for it nore earnestly than I

And yet when day cane, it was to shine upon the same broken and
unsightly quarter of the world. Mle upon mle, and not a tree, a
bird, or ariver. Only down the long, sterile canons, the train
shot hooting and awoke the resting echo. That train was the one
piece of life in all the deadly land; it was the one actor, the one
spectacle fit to be observed in this paralysis of man and nature.
And when | think how the railroad has been pushed through this
unwat ered wi | derness and haunt of savage tribes, and now will bear
an enigrant for sone 12 pounds fromthe Atlantic to the Gol den
Gates; how at each stage of the construction, roaring, inmpronptu
cities, full of gold and lust and death, sprang up and then died
away again, and are now but wayside stations in the desert; howin

these uncouth places pig-tailed Chinese pirates worked side by side



wi th border ruffians and broken nen from Europe, talking together
in a mxed dialect, nostly oaths, ganbling, drinking, quarrelling
and nurdering |like wolves; how the pluned hereditary |lord of al
Anerica heard, in this last fastness, the scream of the "bad
medi ci ne waggon" charioting his foes; and then when | go on to
renenber that all this epical turnpil was conducted by gentlenen in
frock coats, and with a view to nothing nore extraordinary than a
fortune and a subsequent visit to Paris, it seenms to ne, | own, as
if this railway were the one typical achievenent of the age in
which we live, as if it brought together into one plot all the ends
of the world and all the degrees of social rank, and offered to
some great witer the busiest, the npst extended, and the nost
varied subject for an enduring literary work. |If it be romance, if
it be contrast, if it be heroismthat we require, what was Troy
town to this? But, alas! it is not these things that are necessary

- it is only Homer.

Here al so we are grateful to the train, as to some god who conducts
us swiftly through these shades and by so many hi dden perils.
Thirst, hunger, the sleight and ferocity of Indians are all no nore
feared, so lightly do we skimthese horrible |ands; as the gull

who wi ngs safely through the hurricane and past the shark. Yet we
shoul d not be forgetful of these hardships of the past; and to keep
the bal ance true, since | have conplained of the trifling

di sconforts of my journey, perhaps nore than was enough, let ne add
an original docunment. It was not witten by Hormer, but by a boy of
el even, long since dead, and is dated only twenty years ago.

shal | punctuate, to make things clearer, but not change the

spel i ng.
"My dear Sister Mary, - | amafraid you will go nearly crazy when
you read ny letter. If Jerry" (the witer's eldest brother) "has

not witten to you before now, you will be surprised to heare that



we are in California, and that poor Thomas" (another brother, of
fifteen) "is dead. W started from- in July, with plenly of

provi sions and too yoke oxen. W went along very well till we got
within six or seven hundred miles of California, when the Indians
attacked us. We found places where they had killed the em grants.
We had one passenger with us, too guns, and one revolver; so we ran
all the lead W had into bullets (and) hung the guns up in the
wagon so that we could get at themin a mnit. It was about two
o'clock in the afternoon; droave the cattel a little way; when a

prairie chicken alited a little way fromthe wagon.

"Jerry took out one of the guns to shoot it, and told Tomdrive the
oxen. Tomand | drove the oxen, and Jerry and the passenger went
on. Then, after alittle, |I left Tomand caught up with Jerry and
the other man. Jerry stopped Tomto conme up; nme and the man went
on and sit down by a little stream In a few mnutes, we heard
some noi se; then three shots (they all struck poor Tom | suppose);
then they gave the war hoop, and as many as twenty of the redskins
came down upon us. The three that shot Tomwas hid by the side of

the road in the bushes.

"I thought the Tom and Jerry were shot; so | told the other nan
that Tom and Jerry were dead, and that we had better try to escape,
if possible. | had no shoes on; having a sore foot, | thought I
woul d not put themon. The nman and nme run down the road, but W
was soon stopped by an Indian on a pony. W then turend the other
way, and run up the side of the Muntain, and hid behind some cedar
trees, and stayed there till dark. The Indians hunted all over
after us, and verry close to us, so close that we could here there
tonyhawks Jingle. At dark the man and nme started on, | stubing ny
toes against sticks and stones. W traveld on all night; and next
morning, just as it was getting gray, we saw sonmething in the shape

of a man. It layed Down in the grass. W went up to it, and it



was Jerry. He thought we ware |ndians. You can imagi ne how gl ad
he was to see nme. He thought we was all dead but him and we

t hought hi mand Tom was dead. He had the gun that he took out of
the wagon to shoot the prairie Chicken; all he had was the | oad

that was in it.

"We traveld on till about eight o'clock, W caught up with one
wagon with too nen with it. W had traveld with them before one
day; we stopt and they Drove on; we knew that they was ahead of us,
unl ess they had been killed to. M feet was so sore when we caught
up with themthat | had to ride; | could not step. W traveld on
for too days, when the nmen that owned the cattle said they would
(could) not drive them another inch. W unyoked the oxen; we had
about seventy pounds of flour; we took it out and divided it into
four packs. Each of the men took about 18 pounds api ece and a

bl anket. | carried a little bacon, dried nmeat, and little quilt; I
had in all about twelve pounds. W had one pint of flour a day for
our alloyance. Sonetines we rmade soup of it; sonetinmes we (made)
pancakes; and sometines mixed it up with cold water and eat it that
way. We traveld twelve or fourteen days. The tine cane at |ast
when we shoul d have to reach sonme place or starve. W saw fresh
horse and cattle tracks. The norning conme, we scraped all the
flour out of the sack, mixed it up, and baked it into bread, and
made sone soup, and eat everything we had. W traveld on all day
wi thout anything to eat, and that evening we Caught up with a sheep
train of eight wagons. W traveld with themtill we arrived at the
settlenents; and know | amsafe in California, and got to good

honme, and going to school

"Jerry is working in - . It is a good country. You can get from
50 to 60 and 75 Dollars for cooking. Tell ne all about the affairs

in the States, and how all the fol ks get along."



And so ends this artless narrative. The little man was at schoo
again, God bless him while his brother |ay scal ped upon the

deserts.

FELLOW PASSENGERS

At Ogden we changed cars fromthe Union Pacific to the Centra
Pacific line of railroad. The change was doubly wel cone; for,
first, we had better cars on the new line; and, second, those in
whi ch we had been cooped for nore than ninety hours had begun to
stink abom nably. Several yards away, as we returned, |let us say
fromdinner, our nostrils were assailed by rancid air. | have
stood on a platformwhile the whole train was shunting; and as the
dwel I i ng-cars drew near, there would cone a whiff of pure
menagerie, only a little sourer, as fromnen instead of nonkeys. |
think we are human only in virtue of open wi ndows. Wthout fresh
air, you only require a bad heart, and a renarkabl e command of the
Queen's English, to becone such another as Dean Swift; a kind of

| eering, human goat, |eaping and waggi ng your scut on nountains of
offence. | do my best to keep nmy head the other way, and | ook for
the human rather than the bestial in this Yahoo-Iike business of
the emigrant train. But one thing |I nust say, the car of the

Chi nese was notably the | east offensive.

The cars on the Central Pacific were nearly twice as high, and so
proportionally airier; they were freshly varni shed, which gave us
all a sense of cleanliness an though we had bat hed; the seats drew
out and joined in the centre, so that there was no nore need for
bed boards; and there was an upper tier of berths which could be

cl osed by day and opened at night.



I had by this tine sone opportunity of seeing the people whom| was
among. They were in rather marked contrast to the enmigrants | had
met on board ship while crossing the Atlantic. They were nostly

| unpi sh fellows, silent and noi sy, a common conbi nati on; sonewhat
sad, | should say, with an extraordinary poor taste in hunmour, and
little interest in their fell owcreatures beyond that of a cheap
and nerely external curiosity. |If they heard a nan's nane and

busi ness, they seenmed to think they had the heart of that nystery;
but they were as eager to know that nuch as they were indifferent
to the rest. Sone of themwere on nettles till they |earned your
nane was Di ckson and you a journeyman baker; but beyond that,

whet her you were Catholic or Mrrnon, dull or clever, fierce or
friendly, was all one to them Ohers who were not so stupid,
gossiped a little, and, | ambound to say, unkindly. A favourite
witticismwas for sonme lout to raise the alarmof "Al aboard!"
while the rest of us were dining, thus contributing his mte to the
general disconfort. Such a one was al ways nmuch appl auded for his
high spirits. Wen | was ill comng through Wom ng, | was

astoni shed - fresh fromthe eager humanity on board ship - to neet
with little but laughter. One of the young nmen even amnused hinsel f
by i nconmmodi ng ne, as was then very easy; and that not fromill-
nature, but nere clodlike incapacity to think, for he expected ne
to join the laugh. | did so, but it was phantomnerrinment. Later
on, a man from Kansas had three violent epileptic fits, and though
of course, there were not wanting sone to help him it was rather
superstitious terror than synpathy that his case evoked anong his
fell ow passengers. "Ch, | hope he's not going to die!" cried a
worman; "it would be terrible to have a dead body!" And there was a
very general novenent to |eave the man behind at the next station

This, by good fortune, the conductor negatived.

There was a good deal of story-telling in some quarters; in others

little but silence. 1In this society, nore than any other that ever



I was in, it was the narrator al one who seened to enjoy the
narrative. It was rarely that any one listened for the |istening.
If he lent an ear to another man's story, it was because he was in
i mredi ate want of a hearer for one of his own. Food and the
progress of the train were the subjects nost generally treated;
many joined to discuss these who otherw se would hold their
tongues. One snmll knot had no better occupation than to worm out
of me ny name; and the nore they tried, the nore obstinately fixed
| grewto baffle them They assailed nme with artful questions and
i nsidious offers of correspondence in the future; but | was
perpetually on ny guard, and parried their assaults with inward

| aughter. | am sure Dubuque woul d have given ne ten dollars for
the secret. He owed ne far nore, had he understood life, for thus
preserving hima lively interest throughout the journey. | met one
of ny fellow passengers nonths after, driving a street tramway car
in San Francisco; and, as the joke was now out of season, told him
my nanme wthout subterfuge. You never saw a man nore chapfallen
But had ny nane been Denobgorgon, after so prolonged a nystery he

had still been di sappoi nt ed.

There were no emigrants direct from Europe - save one Gernman famly
and a knot of Cornish mners who kept grimy by thensel ves, one
readi ng the New Testament all day | ong through steel spectacles,
the rest discussing privately the secrets of their ol d-world,
mysterious race. Lady Hester Stanhope believed she coul d rmake
somet hi ng great of the Cornish; for nmy part, | can nake not hi ng of
themat all. A division of races, older and nore original than
that of Babel, keeps this close, esoteric family apart from

nei ghbouring Englishnen. Not even a Red Indian seens nore foreign
in nmy eyes. This is one of the |lessons of travel - that sone of

the strangest races dwell next door to you at hone.

The rest were all American born, but they came from al nost every



quarter of that Continent. Al the States of the North had sent
out a fugitive to cross the plains with ne. FromVirginia, from
Pennsyl vani a, from New York, fromfar western |owa and Kansas, from
Mai me that borders on the Canadas, and fromthe Canadas thensel ves
- sone one or two were fleeing in quest of a better |land and better
wages. The talk in the train, like the talk | heard on the
steaner, ran upon hard tines, short conmons, and hope that noves
ever westward. | thought of ny shipful fromGeat Britain with a
feeling of despair. They had cone 3000 niles, and yet not far
enough. Hard tinmes bowed themout of the Oyde, and stood to

wel come them at Sandy Hook. Were were they to go? Pennsylvania,
Mai ne, |owa, Kansas? These were not places for inmgration, but
for emigration, it appeared; not one of them but | knew a man who
had lifted up his heel and left it for an ungrateful country. And
it was still westward that they ran. Hunger, you would have

t hought, cane out of the east |ike the sun, and the eveni ng was
made of edible gold. And, neantine, in the car in front of ne,
were there not half a hundred emigrants fromthe opposite quarter?
Hungry Europe and hungry China, each pouring fromtheir gates in
search of provender, had here cone face to face. The two waves had
nmet; east and west had alike failed; the whole round world had been
prospect ed and condemmed; there was no El Dorado anywhere; and till
one could enmigrate to the noon, it seened as well to stay patiently
at home. Nor was there wanting another sign, at once nore

pi cturesque and nore di sheartening; for, as we continued to steam
westward toward the |land of gold, we were continually passing other
em grant trains upon the journey east; and these were as crowded as
our owmn. Had all these return voyagers made a fortune in the

m nes? Wre they all bound for Paris, and to be in Rone by Easter?
It would seemnot, for, whenever we net them the passengers ran on
the platformand cried to us through the wi ndows, in a kind of
wai | i ng chorus, to "come back." On the plains of Nebraska, in the

mount ai ns of Woming, it was still the sane cry, and dismal to ny



heart, "Cone back!" That was what we heard by the way "about the
good country we were going to." And at that very hour the Sand-I ot
of San Francisco was crowded with the unenpl oyed, and the echo from
the other side of Market Street was repeating the rant of

demagogues.

If, intruth, it were only for the sake of wages that men emigrate,
how many thousands woul d regret the bargain! But wages, indeed,
are only one consideration out of many; for we are a race of

gi psies, and | ove change and travel for thensel ves.

DESPI SED RACES

O all stupid ill-feelings, the sentinment of ny fell ow Caucasi ans
towar ds our conpanions in the Chinese car was the nobst stupid and
the worst. They seenmed never to have | ooked at them Ilistened to
them or thought of them but hated them A PRIORI. The Mongol s
were their enemies in that cruel and treacherous battle-field of
nmoney. They could work better and cheaper in half a hundred

i ndustries, and hence there was no calummy too idle for the

Caucasi ans to repeat, and even to believe. They declared them

hi deous vernin, and affected a kind of choking in the throat when
they beheld them Now, as a matter of fact, the young Chi nese nan
is so like a large class of European wonen, that on raising nmy head
and suddenly catching sight of one at a considerabl e distance,

have for an instant been deceived by the resenblance. | do not say
it is the nost attractive class of our wonen, but for all that nany
amn's wife is less pleasantly favoured. Again, ny enigrants

decl ared that the Chinese were dirty. | cannot say they were
clean, for that was inpossible upon the journey; but in their
efforts after cleanliness they put the rest of us to shane. W al

pi gged and stewed in one infamy, wet our hands and faces for half a



mnute daily on the platform and were unashanmed. But the Chinese
never |ost an opportunity, and you would see them washing their
feet - an act not dreaned of anbng ourselves - and going as far as
decency pernitted to wash their whole bodies. | may remark by the
way that the dirtier people are in their persons the nore delicate
is their sense of nodesty. A clean nman strips in a crowded

boat house; but he who is unwashed slinks in and out of bed wi thout
uncovering an inch of skin. Lastly, these very foul and mal odor ous
Caucasi ans entertained the surprising illusion that it was the

Chi nese waggon, and that alone, which stank. | have said already

that it was the exceptions and notably the freshest of the three.

These judgnents are typical of the feeling in all Western America.
The Chinese are considered stupid, because they are inperfectly
acquainted with English. They are held to be base, because their
dexterity and frugality enable themto underbid the |azy, |uxurious
Caucasian. They are said to be thieves; | amsure they have no
nmonopoly of that. They are called cruel; the Anglo-Saxon and the
cheerful Irishman may each reflect before he bears the accusation
I amtold, again, that they are of the race of river pirates, and
bel ong to the nost despised and dangerous class in the Cel estial
Empire. But if this be so, what remarkable pirates have we here
and what nust be the virtues, the industry, the education, and the

intelligence of their superiors at hone!

Awhile ago it was the Irish, nowit is the Chinese that nust go.

Such is the cry. 1t seens, after all, that no country is bound to
submit to imrigration any nore than to invasion; each is war to the
knife, and resistance to either but legitimte defence. Yet we may
regret the free tradition of the republic, which | oved to depict

herself with open arns, welcoming all unfortunates. And certainly,
as a man who believes that he |oves freedom | nmay be excused sone

bitterness when | find her sacred nane m sused in the contention



It was but the other day that | heard a vulgar fellowin the Sand-
lot, the popular tribune of San Francisco, roaring for arns and

butchery. "At the call of Abraham Lincoln," said the orator, "ye
rose in the name of freedomto set free the negroes; can ye not

rise and liberate yourselves froma few dirty Mngolians?"

For nmy own part, | could not |ook but with wonder and respect on
the Chinese. Their forefathers watched the stars before nine had
begun to keep pigs. @n-powder and printing, which the other day
we imtated, and a school of manners which we never had the
delicacy so nuch as to desire to imtate, were theirs in a |long-
past antiquity. They walk the earth with us, but it seenms they
must be of different clay. They hear the clock strike the sane
hour, yet surely of a different epoch. They travel by steam
conveyance, yet with such a baggage of old Asiatic thoughts and
superstitions as mght check the | oconotive in its course.

What ever is thought within the circuit of the Great Wall; what the
wry-eyed, spectacled school nmaster teaches in the hamlets round
Pekin; religions so old that our |anguage |ooks a hal fing boy

al ongsi de; phil osophy so wi se that our best philosophers find
things therein to wonder at; all this travelled al ongside of ne for
thousands of miles over plain and nountain. Heaven knows if we had
one common thought or fancy all that way, or whether our eyes,

whi ch yet were formed upon the sanme design, beheld the same world
out of the railway wi ndows. And when either of us turned his

t houghts to honme and chil dhood, what a strange dissimlarity nust
there not have been in these pictures of the nmind - when | beheld
that old, gray, castled city, high throned above the firth, with
the flag of Britain flying, and the red-coat sentry paci ng over
all; and the man in the next car to me would conjure up sone junks
and a pagoda and a fort of porcelain, and call it, with the same

af fection, hone.



Anot her race shared anong ny fell ow passengers in the disfavour of
the Chinese; and that, it is hardly necessary to say, was the noble
red man of old story - over whose own hereditary continent we had
been steaming all these days. | saw no wild or independent |ndian;
i ndeed, | hear that such avoid the neighbourhood of the train; but
now and again at way stations, a husband and wife and a few
children, disgracefully dressed out with the sweepings of
civilisation, came forth and stared upon the em grants. The silent
stoicismof their conduct, and the pathetic degradation of their
appear ance, woul d have touched any thinking creature, but ny

fell ow passengers danced and jested round themwith a truly Cockney
baseness. | was ashamed for the thing we call civilisation. W
shoul d carry upon our consci ences so nmuch, at |east, of our

forefathers' msconduct as we continue to profit by oursel ves.

If oppression drives a wise man mad, what should be raging in the
hearts of these poor tribes, who have been driven back and back
step after step, their promised reservations torn fromthem one
after another as the States extended westward, until at |ength they
are shut up into these hideous nountain deserts of the centre - and
even there find thensel ves invaded, insulted, and hunted out by
ruffianly diggers? The eviction of the Cherokees (to nanme but an

i nstance), the extortion of Indian agents, the outrages of the

wi cked, the ill-faith of all, nay, down to the ridicule of such
poor beings as were here with me upon the train, nake up a chapter
of injustice and indignity such as a man nust be in sone ways base
if his heart will suffer himto pardon or forget. These old, well-
founded, historical hatreds have a savour of nobility for the

i ndependent. That the Jew should not |ove the Christian, nor the
Irishman | ove the English, nor the Indian brave tolerate the

t hought of the Anerican, is not disgraceful to the nature of man;
rat her, indeed, honourable, since it depends on wongs ancient |ike

the race, and not personal to hi mwho cherishes the indignation



TO THE GOLDEN GATES

Alittle corner of Uah is soon traversed, and | eaves no particul ar
i npressions on the mnd. By an early hour on Wdnesday norni ng we
stopped to breakfast at Toano, a little station on a bl eak, high-
lying plateau in Nevada. The man who kept the station eating-house
was a Scot, and learning that | was the sane, he grew very
friendly, and gave ne sone advice on the country | was now
entering. "You see," said he, "I tell you this, because |I cone

fromyour country."” Hail, brither Scots!

H s nost inportant hint was on the noneys of this part of the
world. There is sonething in the sinplicity of a decinal coinage
which is revolting to the human mind; thus the French, in small
affairs, reckon strictly by hal fpence; and you have to solve, by a
spasm of nental arithnetic, such posers as thirty-two, forty-five
or even a hundred halfpence. In the Pacific States they have nade
a bol der push for conplexity, and settle their affairs by a coin
that no longer that no longer exists - the BIT, or old Mxican
real. The supposed value of the bit is twelve and a half cents,
eight to the dollar. Wlen it cones to two bits, the quarter-dollar
stands for the required anount. But how about an odd bit? The
nearest coin to it is a dinme, which is, short by a fifth. That,
then, is called a SHORT bit. |If you have one, you lay it
triunmphantly down, and save two and a half cents. But if you have
not, and lay down a quarter, the bar-keeper or shopman calmy
tenders you a dine by way of change; and thus you have paid what is
called a LONG BIT, and lost two and a half cents, or even, by
conparison with a short bit, five cents. 1In country places al

over the Pacific coast, nothing lower than a bit is ever asked or



taken, which vastly increases the cost of |life; as even for a glass
of beer you nust pay fivepence or sevenpence-hal f penny, as the case
may be. You would say that this system of nutual robbery was as
broad as it was long; but | have discovered a plan to nake it
broader, with which | here endow the public. It is brief and
simple - radiantly sinple. There is one place where five cents are
recogni sed, and that is the post-office. A quarter is only worth
two bits, a short and a |ong. \Whenever you have a quarter, go to
the post-office and buy five cents worth of postage-stanps; you
will receive in change two dines, that is, two short bits. The

pur chasi ng power of your noney is undimnished. You can go and
have your two gl asses of beer all the same; and you have made
yourself a present of five cents worth of postage-stanps into the
bargain. Benjam n Franklin would have patted ne on the head for

this discovery.

From Toano we travelled all day through deserts of alkali and sand,
horrible to man, and bare sage-brush country that seened little
kindlier, and came by supper-tine to Elko. As we were standing,
after our manner, outside the station, | saw two nmen whi p suddenly
fromunderneath the cars, and take to their heels across country.
They were tranps, it appeared, who had been riding on the beans
since el even of the night before; and several of ny fell ow
passengers had al ready seen and conversed with them while we broke
our fast at Toano. These |and stowaways play a great part over
here in America, and | should have liked dearly to becone

acquai nted with them

At El ko an odd circunstance befell ne. | was coning out from
supper, when | was stopped by a small, stout, ruddy man, followed

by two others taller and ruddi er than hinself.

"Excuse nme, sir," he said, "but do you happen to be going on?"



| said | was, whereupon he said he hoped to persuade me to desi st
fromthat intention. He had a situation to offer ne, and if we
could conme to terns, why, good and well. "You see," he continued,
"I"'mrunning a theatre here, and we're a little short in the

orchestra. You're a nusician, | guess?"

| assured himthat, beyond a rudi nentary acquai ntance with "Auld
Lang Syne" and "The Wearing of the Green," | had no pretension
whatever to that style. He seenmed nuch put out of countenance; and
one of his taller conpanions asked him on the nail, for five

dol | ars.

"You see, sir," added the latter to nme, "he bet you were a

musi ci an; | bet you weren't. No offence, | hope?"

"None whatever," | said, and the two withdrew to the bar, where

presune the debt was |iquidated.

This little adventure woke bright hopes in nmy fellowtravellers,
who thought they had now conme to a country where situations went a-
begging. But | amnot so sure that the offer was in good faith.
Indeed, I amnore than half persuaded it was but a feeler to decide

t he bet.

O all the next day I will tell you nothing, for the best of al
reasons, that | remenber no nore than that we continued through
desol ate and desert scenes, fiery hot and deadly weary. But sone
time after | had fallen asleep that night, | was awakened by one of
my conmpanions. It was in vain that | resisted. A fire of

ent husi asm and whi sky burned in his eyes; and he declared we were
in a new country, and | nust cone forth upon the platformand see
with my own eyes. The train was then, in its patient way, standing

halted in a by-track. 1t was a clear, noonlit night; but the



vall ey was too narrow to adnit the noonshine direct, and only a

di ffused glimer whitened the tall rocks and relieved the bl ackness
of the pines. A hoarse clanour filled the air; it was the
continuous plunge of a cascade sonmewhere near at hand anong the
mountains. The air struck chill, but tasted good and vigorous in
the nostrils - a fine, dry, old nountain atnosphere. | was dead

sl eepy, but | returned to roost with a grateful nountain feeling at

my heart.
When | awoke next nmorning, | was puzzled for a while to know if it
were day or night, for the illumination was unusual. | sat up at

| ast, and found we were grading slowy downward through a | ong
snowshed; and suddenly we shot into an open; and before we were
swal l owed into the next |length of wooden tunnel, | had one glinpse
of a huge pine-forested ravine upon nmy left, a foaming river, and a
sky already coloured with the fires of dawn. | amusually very

cal mover the displays of nature; but you will scarce believe how

my heart leaped at this. It was |like neeting one's wife. | had
come home again - home fromunsightly deserts to the green and

habi tabl e corners of the earth. Every spire of pine along the
hill-top, every trouty pool along that nountain river, was nore
dear to nme than a blood relation. Few people have praised God nore
happily than | did. And thenceforward, down by Blue Canon, Alta,
Dutch Flat, and all the old mning canps, through a sea of nountain
forests, dropping thousands of feet toward the far sea-level as we
went, not | only, but all the passengers on board, threw off their
sense of dirt and heat and weariness, and baw ed |i ke school boys,
and thronged wi th shining eyes upon the platformand became new
creatures within and without. The sun no |onger oppressed us with
heat, it only shone | aughingly along the nountain-side, until we
were fain to | augh ourselves for glee. At every turn we could see
farther into the I and and our own happy futures. At every town the

cocks were tossing their clear notes into the golden air, and



crowing for the new day and the new country. For this was indeed
our destination; this was "the good country” we had been going to

so | ong.

By afternoon we were at Sacranento, the city of gardens in a plain
of corn; and the next day before the dawn we were lying to upon the
Cakl and side of San Francisco Bay. The day was breaking as we
crossed the ferry; the fog was rising over the citied hills of San
Franci sco; the bay was perfect - not a ripple, scarce a stain, upon
its blue expanse; everything was waiting, breathless, for the sun
A spot of cloudy gold Iit first upon the head of Tamal pais, and
then wi dened downward on its shapely shoulder; the air seened to

awaken, and began to sparkle; and suddenly

"The tall hills Titan di scovered,"

and the city of San Francisco, and the bay of gold and corn, were

lit fromend to end with sumer daylight.

[1879. ]

CHAPTER Il - THE OLD PACI FI C CAPI TAL

THE WOODS AND THE PACI FI C

THE Bay of Monterey has been conpared by no | ess a person than
General Sherman to a bent fishing-hook; and the conparison, if |ess
i mportant than the march through Georgia, still shows the eye of a

sol dier for topography. Santa Cruz sits exposed at the shank; the



mouth of the Salinas river is at the niddl e of the bend; and
Monterey itself is cosily ensconced beside the barb. Thus the
ancient capital of California faces across the bay, while the

Paci fic Ccean, though hidden by low hills and forest, bonbards her
left flank and rear with never-dying surf. In front of the town,
the long Iine of sea-beach trends north and north-west, and then
westward to enclose the bay. The waves which |l ap so quietly about
the jetties of Monterey grow | ouder and larger in the distance; you
can see the breakers | eaping high and white by day; at night, the
outline of the shore is traced in transparent silver by the
moonl i ght and the flying foam and fromall round, even in quiet
weat her, the distant, thrilling roar of the Pacific hangs over the

coast and the adjacent country |ike snoke above a battle.

These | ong beaches are enticing to the idle man. It would be hard
to find a walk nore solitary and at the sane tine nore exciting to
the mnd. Crowds of ducks and sea-gulls hover over the sea.

Sandpi pers trot in and out by troops after the retiring waves,
trilling together in a chorus of infinitesiml song. Strange sea-
tangl es, new to the European eye, the bones of whales, or sonetines
a whol e whal e's carcase, white with carrion-gulls and poisoning the
wind, lie scattered here and there along the sands. The waves cone
in slowy, vast and green, curve their translucent necks, and burst
with a surprising uproar, that runs, waxing and wani ng, up and down
the | ong key-board of the beach. The foam of these great ruins
mounts in an instant to the ridge of the sand glacis, swiftly
fleets back again, and is met and buried by the next breaker. The
interest is perpetually fresh. On no other coast that | know shall
you enjoy, in calm sunny weather, such a spectacle of Ccean's
great ness, such beauty of changing col our, or such degrees of
thunder in the sound. The very air is nore than usually salt by

this Honeric deep



Inshore, a tract of sand-hills borders on the beach. Here and
there a | agoon, nore or |ess brackish, attracts the birds and
hunters. A rough, undergrowh partially conceals the sand. The
crouching, hardy live-oaks flourish singly or in thickets - the

ki nd of wood for nurderers to crawl anmong - and here and there the
skirts of the forest extend downward fromthe hills with a floor of
turf and long aisles of pine-trees hung with Spaniard s Beard.
Through this quaint desert the railway cars drew near to Nonterey
fromthe junction at Salinas City - though that and so nany ot her
things are now for ever altered - and it was fromhere that you had
the first view of the old township Iying in the sands, its white
windm |l ls bickering in the chill, perpetual wi nd, and the first

fogs of the evening drawing drearily around it fromthe sea.

The one common note of all this country is the haunting presence of
the ocean. A great faint sound of breakers follows you high up
into the inland canons; the roar of water dwells in the clean

enpty roons of Monterey as in a shell upon the chimey; go where
you will, you have but to pause and listen to hear the voice of the
Pacific. You pass out of the town to the south-west, and nount the
hill among pi ne-woods. d ade, thicket, and grove surround you

You foll ow wi nding sandy tracks that |ead nowhither. You see a
deer; a multitude of quail arises. But the sound of the sea stil
foll ows you as you advance, like that of wind anong the trees, only
harsher and stranger to the ear; and when at length you gain the
summit, out breaks on every hand and with freshened vigour that
same unendi ng, distant, whispering runble of the ocean; for now you
are on the top of Monterey peninsula, and the noise no |onger only
mounts to you from behind al ong the beach towards Santa Cruz, but
fromyour right also, round by Chinatown and Pinos |ighthouse, and
from down before you to the nmouth of the Carnello river. The whole
woodl and is begirt with thundering surges. The silence that

i medi atel y surrounds you where you stand is not so nmuch broken as



it is haunted by this distant, circling rumour. It sets your
senses upon edge; you strain your attention; you are clearly and
unusual | y conscious of small sounds near at hand; you wal k
listening like an Indian hunter; and that voice of the Pacific is a

sort of disquieting conpany to you in your walk.

When once | was in these woods | found it difficult to turn
homeward. Al woods lure a ranbler onward; but in those of
Monterey it was the surf that particularly invited me to prolong ny
wal ks. | would push straight for the shore where I thought it to
be nearest. |Indeed, there was scarce a direction that would not,
sooner or later, have brought ne forth on the Pacific. The
enptiness of the woods gave nme a sense of freedom and di scovery in
these excursions. | never in all ny visits net but one man. He
was a Mexican, very dark of hue, but snmiling and fat, and he
carried an axe, though his true business at that nonment was to seek
for straying cattle. | asked himwhat o' clock it was, but he
seenmed neither to know nor care; and when he in his turn asked ne
for news of his cattle, | showed nyself equally indifferent. W
stood and sniled upon each other for a few seconds, and then turned

wi thout a word and took our several ways across the forest.

One day - | shall never forget it - | had taken a trail that was

new to ne. After a while the woods began to open, the sea to sound

nearer hand. | canme upon a road, and, to ny surprise, a stile. A
step or two farther, and, w thout |eaving the woods, | found nyself
anong trimhouses. | wal ked through street after street, parallel

and at right angles, paved with sward and dotted with trees, but
still undeniable streets, and each with its name posted at the
corner, as in a real town. Facing down the main thoroughfare -
"Central Avenue," as it was ticketed - | saw an open-air tenple,
wi th benches and soundi ng-board, as though for an orchestra. The

houses were all tightly shuttered; there was no snoke, no sound but



of the waves, no noving thing. | have never been in any place that
seenmed so dreamike. Ponpeii is all in a bustle with visitors, and
its antiquity and strangeness deceive the imagination; but this
town had plainly not been built above a year or two, and perhaps
had been deserted overnight. Indeed, it was not so nuch |like a
deserted town as |ike a scene upon the stage by daylight, and with
no one on the boards. The barking of a dog led nme at last to the
only house still occupied, where a Scotch pastor and his w fe pass
the winter alone in this enpty theatre. The place was "The Pacific
Canp Grounds, the Christian Seaside Resort." Thither, in the warm
season, crowds cone to enjoy a life of teetotalism religion, and
flirtation, which | amwilling to think blameless and agreeabl e.
The nei ghbourhood at least is well selected. The Pacific boons in
front. Westward is Point Pinos, with the |ighthouse in a

wi | derness of sand, where you will find the |ightkeeper playing the
pi ano, naki ng nodel s and bows and arrows, studying dawn and sunrise
in amateur oil-painting, and with a dozen other elegant pursuits
and interests to surprise his brave, old-country rivals. To the
east, and still nearer, you will cone upon a space of open down, a
ham et, a haven anong rocks, a world of surge and scream ng sea-
gulls. Such scenes are very sinmilar in different climtes; they
appear honely to the eyes of all; to nme this was |li ke a dozen spots
in Scotland. And yet the boats that ride in the haven are of
strange outl andi sh design; and, if you walk into the hamet, you
wi Il behold costunmes and faces and hear a tongue that are

unfam liar to the menory. The joss-stick burns, the opiumpipe is
snoked, the floors are strewn with slips of col oured paper -
prayers, you would say, that had sonehow ni ssed their destination -
and a man guiding his upright pencil fromright to | eft across the

sheet, wites honme the news of Monterey to the Cel estial Enpire.

The woods and the Pacific rule between themthe clinmate of this

seaboard region. On the streets of Mnterey, when the air does not



smell salt fromthe one, it will be blow ng perfumed fromthe
resinous tree-tops of the other. For days together a hot, dry air
will overhang the town, close as froman oven, yet heal thful and
aromatic in the nostrils. The cause is not far to seek, for the
woods are afire, and the hot wind is blowing fromthe hills. These
fires are one of the great dangers of California. | have seen from
Monterey as many as three at the same time, by day a cloud of

snoke, by night a red coal of conflagration in the distance. A
little thing will start them and, if the wind be favourable, they
gallop over nmiles of country faster than a horse. The inhabitants
must turn out and work |ike denons, for it is not only the pl easant
groves that are destroyed; the clinmate and the soil are equally at
stake, and these fires prevent the rains of the next winter and dry
up perennial fountains. California has been a |and of promise in
its tinme, like Palestine; but if the woods continue so swiftly to

perish, it may becone, |ike Palestine, a |land of desol ation

To visit the woods while they are languidly burning is a strange

pi ece of experience. The fire passes through the underbrush at a
run. Every here and there a tree flares up instantaneously from
root to summit, scattering tufts of flane, and is quenched, it
seenms, as quickly. But this last is only in senblance. For after
this first squib-like conflagration of the dry nbss and twi gs,
there remai ns behind a deep-rooted and consuming fire in the very
entrails of the tree. The resin of the pitch-pine is principally
condensed at the base of the bole and in the spreading roots.

Thus, after the light, showy, skirmnishing flanes, which are only as
the match to the expl osion, have already scanpered down the w nd
into the distance, the true harmis but beginning for this giant of
the woods. You nmay approach the tree fromone side, and see it
scorched indeed fromtop to bottom but apparently survivor of the
peril. Make the circuit, and there, on the other side of the

colum, is a clear mass of living coal, spreading |like an ulcer



whi | e underground, to their nost extended fibre, the roots are
being eaten out by fire, and the snoke is rising through the
fissures to the surface. A little while, and, w thout a nod of
war ni ng, the huge pine-tree snaps off short across the ground and
falls prostrate with a crash. Meanwhile the fire continues its
silent business; the roots are reduced to a fine ash; and | ong
afterwards, if you pass by, you will find the earth pierced with
radiating galleries, and preserving the design of all these

subt erranean spurs, as though it were the nmould for a new tree
instead of the print of an old one. These pitch-pines of Monterey
are, with the single exception of the Monterey cypress, the nost
fantastic of forest trees. No words can give an idea of the
contortion of their growth; they might figure wi thout change in a
circle of the nether hell as Dante pictured it; and at the rate at
which trees grow, and at which forest fires spring up and gall op
through the hills of California, we may | ook forward to a tine when
there will not be one of themleft standing in that |and of their
nativity. At least they have not so nuch to fear fromthe axe, but
peri sh by what nay be called a natural although a violent death;
while it is man in his short-sighted greed that robs the country of
the nobler redwood. Yet a little while and perhaps all the hills

of seaboard California may be as bald as Tamal pais.

I have an interest of ny owmn in these forest fires, for | cane so
near to |lynching on one occasion, that a braver man m ght have
retained a thrill fromthe experience. | wi shed to be certain
whether it was the noss, that quaint funereal ornanent of
Californian forests, which blazed up so rapidly when the flame
first touched the tree. | suppose | nust have been under the

i nfluence of Satan, for instead of plucking off a piece for ny
experinent what should | do but walk up to a great pine-tree in a
portion of the wood which had escaped so nuch as scorching, strike

a match, and apply the flanme gingerly to one of the tassels. The



tree went off sinply like a rocket; in three seconds it was a
roaring pillar of fire. Cdose by |I could hear the shouts of those
who were at work conbating the original conflagration. | could see
t he waggon that had brought themtied to a live oak in a piece of
open; | could even catch the flash of an axe as it swung up through
the underwood into the sunlight. Had any one observed the result
of my experinent ny neck was literally not worth a pinch of snuff;
after a few minutes of passionate expostulation |I should have been

run up to conveni ent bough

To die for faction is a common evil;

But to be hanged for nonsense is the devil

I have run repeatedly, but never as | ran that day. At night I
went out of town, and there was ny own particular fire, quite
distinct fromthe other, and burning as | thought with even greater

vi gour .

But it is the Pacific that exercises the nost direct and obvi ous
power upon the climate. At sunset, for nonths together, vast, wet,

mel ancholy fogs arise and cone shoreward fromthe ocean. Fromthe

hill-top above Monterey the scene is often noble, although it is
al ways sad. The upper air is still bright with sunlight; a gl ow
still rests upon the Gabel ano Peak; but the fogs are in possession

of the Iower levels; they craw in scarves anong the sandhills;
they float, a little higher, in clouds of a gigantic size and often
of a wild configuration; to the south, where they have struck the
seaward shoul der of the nountains of Santa Lucia, they double back
and spire up skyward |ike snoke. Where their shadow touches,

col our dies out of the world. The air grows chill and deadly as
they advance. The trade-wi nd freshens, the trees begin to sigh

and all the windmills in Monterey are whirling and creaking and

filling their cisterns with the brackish water of the sands. It



takes but a little while till the invasion is conplete. The sea,
inits lighter order, has submerged the earth. Mbdnterey is
curtained in for the night in thick, wet, salt, and frigid cl ouds,
so to remain till day returns; and before the sun's rays they
slow y disperse and retreat in broken squadrons to the bosom of the
sea. And yet often when the fog is thickest and nost chill, a few
steps out of the town and up the slope, the night will be dry and

warm and full of inland perfune.

MEXI CANS, AMERI CANS, AND | NDI ANS

The history of Monterey has yet to be witten. Founded by Catholic
nm ssionaries, a place of wi se beneficence to Indians, a place of
arms, a Mexican capital continually wested by one faction from
anot her, an Anerican capital when the first House of
Representatives held its deliberations, and then falling | ower and
lower fromthe capital of the State to the capital of a county, and
fromthat again, by the loss of its charter and town | ands, to a
mere bankrupt village, its rise and decline is typical of that of

all Mexican institutions and even Mexican famlies in California.

Nothing is stranger in that strange State than the rapidity with

whi ch the soil has changed- hands. The Mexicans, you nmay say, are
all poor and landless, like their former capital; and yet both it
and they hold thensel ves apart and preserve their ancient custons

and sonething of their ancient air.

The town, when | was there, was a place of two or three streets,
economically paved with sea-sand, and two or three | anes, which
were watercourses in the rainy season, and were, at all tines, rent

up by fissures four or five feet deep. There were no street



lights. Short sections of wooden sidewal k only added to the
dangers of the night, for they were often high above the | evel of
the roadway, and no one could tell where they would be likely to
begin or end. The houses were, for the nost part, built of unbaked
adobe brick, many of themold for so new a country, sone of very

el egant proportions, with |ow, spacious, shapely rooms, and walls
so thick that the heat of summer never dried themto the heart. At
the approach of the rainy season a deathly chill and a graveyard
snel | began to hang about the lower floors; and di seases of the
chest are common and fatal anmong house-keepi ng peopl e of either

SexX.

There was no activity but in and around the sal oons, where people
sat alnost all day |long playing cards. The snallest excursion was
made on horseback. You would scarcely ever see the nain street
without a horse or two tied to posts, and making a fine figure with
their Mexican housings. It struck nme oddly to conme across sone of
the CORNHILL illustrations to M. Blacknmore's EREMA, and see all
the characters astride on English saddles. As a matter of fact, an
English saddle is a rarity even in San Franci sco, and, you may say,
a thing unknown in all the rest of California. In a place so

excl usivel y Mexican as Monterey, you saw not only Mexi can saddl es
but true Vaquero riding - nmen always at the hand-gallop up hill and
down dal e, and round the sharpest corner, urging their horses wth
cries and gesticulations and cruel rotatory spurs, checking them
dead with a touch, or wheeling themright-about-face in a square
yard. The type of face and character of bearing are surprisingly
un- Anerican. The first ranged from sonething |like the pure

Spani sh, to sonmething, in its sad fixity, not unlike the pure

I ndi an, although |I do not suppose there was one pure bl ood of
either race in all the country. As for the second, it was a matter
of perpetual surprise to find, in that world of absolutely

manner| ess Anericans, a people full of deportment, solemly



courteous, and doing all things with grace and decorum |In dress
they ran to col our and bright sashes. Not even the nost

Anmeri cani sed coul d always resist the tenptation to stick a red rose
into his hat-band. Not even the nost Anericani sed would descend to
wear the vile dress hat of civilisation. Spanish was the | anguage
of the streets. It was difficult to get along without a word or
two of that |anguage for an occasion. The only comrunications in
whi ch the popul ation joined were with a view to anusenent. A
weekly public ball took place with great etiquette, in addition to
t he nunerous fandangoes in private houses. There was a really fair
amat eur brass band. Night after night serenaders woul d be going
about the street, sonmetinmes in a conpany and with severa
instrunents and voi ce together, sonmetines severally, each guitar
before a different window It was a strange thing to lie awake in
ni net eent h-century Anerica, and hear the guitar acconpany, and one
of these old, heart-breaking Spanish | ove-songs nount into the
night air, perhaps in a deep baritone, perhaps in that high-

pi tched, pathetic, womanish alto which is so common anong Mexi can
men, and which strikes on the unaccustoned ear as sonething not

entirely human but altogether sad.

The town, then, was essentially and wholly Mexican; and yet al nost
all the land in the nei ghbourhood was held by Americans, and it was
fromthe sane class, nunerically so snall, that the principa
officials were selected. This Mexican and that Mexican would
describe to you his old famly estates, not one rood of which
remained to him You would ask hi mhow that cane about, and elicit
some tangl ed story back-forenpst, from which you gathered that the
Anmeri cans had been greedy |ike designing nen, and the Mexicans
greedy like children, but no other certain fact. Their nerits and
their faults contributed alike to the ruin of the forner

| andhol ders. It is true they were inprovident, and easily dazzled

with the sight of ready noney; but they were gentlefol k besides,



and that in a way which curiously unfitted themto conbat Yankee
craft. Suppose they have a paper to sign, they would think it a
reflection on the other party to exanmine the terns with any great
m nut eness; nhay, suppose themto observe sone doubtful clause, it
is ten to one they would refuse fromdelicacy to object to it. |
know I am speaking within the mark, for | have seen such a case
occur, and the Mexican, in spite of the advice of his |awer, has
signed the inperfect paper like a lanmb. To have spoken in the
matter, he said, above all to have let the other party guess that
he had seen a | awyer, would have "been |ike doubting his word."
The scrupl e sounds oddly to one of ourselves, who have been brought
up to understand all business as a conpetition in fraud, and
honesty itself to be a virtue which regards the carrying out but
not the creation of agreements. This single unworldly trait wll
account for nuch of that revolution of which we are speaking. The
Mexi cans have the nane of being great swindlers, but certainly the
accusation cuts both ways. 1In a contest of this sort, the entire
booty woul d scarcely have passed into the hands of the nore

scupul ous race.

Physically the Anericans have triunphed; but it is not entirely
seen how far they have thensel ves been norally conquered. This is,
of course, but a part of a part of an extraordinary problemnow in
the course of being solved in the various States of the American
Union. | amrem nded of an anecdote. Sone years ago, at a great
sale of wine, all the odd lots were purchased by a grocer in a
small way in the old town of Edi nburgh. The agent had the
curiosity to visit himsone tine after and inquire what possible
use he could have for such material. He was shown, by way of
answer, a huge vat where all the liquors, fromhunble d adstone to
i mperial Tokay, were fermenting together. "And what," he asked,
"do you propose to call this?" "lI'mno very sure,” replied the

grocer, "but | think it's going to turn out port." |In the ol der



Eastern States, | think we may say that this hotch-potch of races
in going to turn out English, or thereabout. But the problemis
indefinitely varied in other zones. The elenents are differently
mngled in the south, in what we nay call the Territorial belt and
in the group of States on the Pacific coast. Above all, in these

| ast, we may | ook to see sonme nonstrous hybrid - \Wether good or
evil, who shall forecast? but certainly original and all their own.
Innmy little restaurant at Monterey, we have sat down to table day
after day, a Frenchman, two Portuguese, an Italian, a Mexican, and
a Scotchman: we had for common visitors an American fromlllinois,
a nearly pure blood Indian woman, and a naturalised Chinese; and
fromtinme to time a Switzer and a Gernman came down from country
ranches for the night. No wonder that the Pacific coast is a
foreign land to visitors fromthe Eastern States, for each race
contributes sonething of its own. Even the despised Chi nese have
taught the youth of California, none indeed of their virtues, but

t he debasi ng use of opium And chief anong these influences is

that of the Mexicans.

The Mexicans although in the State are out of it. They stil
preserve a sort of international independence, and keep their
affairs snug to thenselves. Only four or five years ago Vasquez,
the bandit, his troops being dispersed and the hunt too hot for him
in other parts of California, returned to his native Mnterey, and
was seen publicly in her streets and sal oons, fearing no man. The
year that | was there, there occurred two reputed nurders. As the
Mont er eyans are exceptionally vile speakers of each other and of
every one behind his back, it is not possible for ne to judge how
much truth there may have been in these reports; but in the one
case every one believed, and in the other sone suspected, that
there had been foul play; and nobody dreaned for an instant of
taking the authorities into their counsel. Nowthis is, of course,

characteristic enough of the Mexicans; but it is a noteworthy



feature that all the Americans in Mnterey acqui esced without a
word in this inaction. Even when | spoke to them upon the subject,
they seened not to understand my surprise; they had forgotten the
traditions of their own race and upbringing, and becone, in a word,

whol | y Mexi cani sed.

Agai n, the Mexicans, having no ready noney to speak of, rely al nost
entirely in their business transactions upon each other's worthl ess
paper. Pedro the penniless pays you with an | OU fromthe equally
penniless Mguel. It is a sort of local currency by courtesy.
Credit in these parts has passed into a superstition. | have seen
a strong, violent man struggling for nonths to recover a debt, and
getting nothing but an exchange of waste paper. The very
storekeepers are averse to asking for cash paynents, and are nore
surprised than pl eased when they are offered. They fear there nust
be sonething under it, and that you nean to w thdraw your custom
fromthem | have seen the enterprising chem st and stationer
begging me with fervour to let nmy account run on, although |I had ny
purse open in ny hand; and partly fromthe commopnness of the case,
partly from sonme renai ns of that generous old Mexican tradition

whi ch nade all nmen welcone to their tables, a person nay be
notoriously both unwilling and unable to pay, and still find credit
for the necessaries of life in the stores of Monterey. Now this
villainous habit of living upon "tick" has grown into Californian
nature. | do not nean that the Anerican and European storekeepers
of Monterey are as |ax as Mexicans; | nean that American farmers in
many parts of the State expect unlimted credit, and profit by it
in the neanwhile, w thout a thought for consequences. Jew
storekeepers have already | earned the advantage to be gained from
this; they lead on the farner into irretrievabl e i ndebtedness, and
keep himever after as their bond-slave hopelessly grinding in the
mll. So the whirligig of time brings in its revenges, and except

that the Jew knows better than to foreclose, you nay see Anericans



bound in the sane chains with which they thenselves had fornerly
bound the Mexican. It seens as if certain sorts of follies, like
certain sorts of grain, were natural to the soil rather than to the

race that holds and tills it for the nonent.

In the neantine, however, the Anericans rule in Mnterey County.
The new county seat, Salinas Cty, in the bald, corn-bearing plain
under the Gabel ano Peak, is a town of a purely American character
The land is held, for the nost part, in those enornous tracts which
are anot her | egacy of Mexican days, and formthe present chi ef
danger and disgrace of California; and the hol ders are nostly of
Anmerican or British birth. W have here in England no idea of the
troubl es and inconveni ences which flow fromthe existence of these
| arge | andhol ders - | and-thieves, |and-sharks, or |and-grabbers,
they are nore comonly and plainly called. Thus the townl ands of
Monterey are all in the hands of a single man. How they canme there
is an obscure, vexatious question, and, rightly or wongly, the nman
is hated with a great hatred. His life has been repeatedly in
danger. Not very long ago, | was told, the stage was stopped and
exam ned three evenings in succession by disguised horsenen
thirsting for his blood. A certain house on the Salinas road, they
say, he always passes in his buggy at full speed, for the squatter
sent himwarning |ong ago. But a year since he was publicly

poi nted out for death by no | ess a man than M. Dennis Kearney.
Kearney is a man too well known in California, but a word of
explanation is required for English readers. Oiginally an Irish
dray-nman, he rose, by his command of bad | anguage, to al nost
dictatorial authority in the State; throned it there for six nonths
or so, his mouth full of oaths, gallowses, and conflagrations; was
first snuffed out last winter by M. Col eman, backed by his San
Franci sco Vigilantes and three gatling guns; conpleted his own ruin
by throwing in his lot with the grotesque G een-backer party; and

had at |ast to be rescued by his old enenies, the police, out of



the hands of his rebellious followers. |t was while he was at the
top of his fortune that Kearney visited Monterey with his battle-
cry agai nst Chinese | abour, the railroad nonopolists, and the | and-
thieves; and his one articulate counsel to the Mntereyans was to
"hang David Jacks." Had the town been Anerican, in ny private

opi nion, this would have been done years ago. Land is a subject on
which there is no jesting in the West, and | have seen ny friend
the | awyer drive out of Mnterey to adjust a conpetition of titles
with the face of a captain going into battle and his Smth-and-

Wesson conveni ent to his hand.

On the ranche of another of these |andhol ders you may find our old
friend, the truck system in full operation. Men live there, year
in year out, to cut tinber for a nom nal wage, which is al

consuned in supplies. The longer they remain in this desirable
service the deeper they will fall in debt - a burlesque injustice
in a new country, where |abour should be precious, and one of those
typical instances which explains the prevailing discontent and the

success of the denagogue Kear ney.

In a conpari son between what was and what is in California, the
praisers of times past will fix upon the Indians of Carmel. The
vall ey drained by the river so naned is a true Californian vall ey,
bare, dotted with chaparal, overlooked by quaint, unfinished hills.
The Carnel runs by many pleasant farnms, a clear and shallow river

| oved by wading kine; and at last, as it is falling towards a

qui cksand and the great Pacific, passes a ruined nmission on a hill.
From the m ssion church the eye enbraces a great field of ocean
and the ear is filled with a continuous sound of distant breakers
on the shore. But the day of the Jesuit has gone by, the day of

t he Yankee has succeeded, and there is no one left to care for the
converted savage. The church is roofless and ruinous, sea-breezes

and sea-fogs, and the alternation of the rain and sunshine, daily



wi deni ng the breaches and casting the crockets fromthe wall. As
an antiquity in this new land, a quaint specinen of mnissionary
architecture, and a nenorial of good deeds, it had a triple claim
to preservation fromall thinking people; but neglect and abuse
have been its portion. There is no sign of American interference,
save where a headboard has been torn froma grave to be a mark for
pistol bullets. So it is with the Indians for whomit was erected.
Their lands, | was told, are being yearly encroached upon by the
nei ghbouring American proprietor, and with that exception no man
troubles his head for the Indians of Carnel. Only one day in the
year, the day before our Guy Fawkes, the PADRE drives over the hil
fromMnterey; the little sacristy, which is the only covered
portion of the church, is filled with seats and decorated for the
service; the Indians troop together, their bright dresses
contrasting with their dark and nelancholy faces; and there, anobng
a crowd of sonmewhat unsynpathetic holiday-nekers, you nay hear God
served with perhaps nore touching circunstances than in any other
tenpl e under heaven. An Indian, stone-blind and about eighty years
of age, conducts the singing; other Indians conpose the choir; yet
they have the Gegorian nusic at their finger ends, and pronounce
the Latin so correctly that | could follow the neaning as they
sang. The pronunciation was odd and nasal, the singing hurried and
staccato. "In saecul a saecul oho-horum" they went, with a vigorous
aspirate to every additional syllable. | have never seen faces
more vividly it up with joy than the faces of these |ndian
singers. It was to themnot only the worship of God, nor an act by
whi ch they recall ed and comenorated better days, but was besides
an exercise of culture, where all they knew of art and letters was
united and expressed. And it nmade a man's heart sorry for the good
fathers of yore who had taught themto dig and to reap, to read and
to sing, who had given them European nass-books which they stil
preserve and study in their cottages, and who had now passed away

fromall authority and influence in that land - to be succeeded by



greedy | and-thi eves and sacril egi ous pistol-shots. So ugly a thing
may our Angl o- Saxon Protestanti sm appear beside the doings of the

Soci ety of Jesus.

But revolution in this world succeeds to revolution. Al that |
say in this paper is in a paul o-past tense. The Mnterey of |ast
year exists no longer. A huge hotel has sprung up in the desert by
the railway. Three sets of diners sit down successively to table.

I nvaluable toilettes figure along the beach and between the |ive
oaks; and Monterey is advertised in the newspapers, and posted in
the waiting-roons at railway stations, as a resort for wealth and
fashion. A as for the little town! it is not strong enough to
resist the influence of the flaunting caravanserai, and the poor
quai nt, penniless native gentlenmen of Mdnterey nust perish, like a

| ower race, before the nmillionaire vul garians of the Big Bonanza.

[ 1880]

CHAPTER 111 - FONTAI NEBLEAU - VI LLAGE COVMUNI TI ES OF PAI NTERS

I

THE charm of Fontainebleau is a thing apart. It is a place that

peopl e | ove even nore than they admire. The vigorous forest air,
the silence, the mpjestic avenues of highway, the wil derness of
tunbl ed boul ders, the great age and dignity of certain groves -
these are but ingredients, they are not the secret of the philtre.
The place is sanative; the air, the light, the perfunes, and the
shapes of things concord in happy harmony. The artist rmay be idle

and not fear the "blues.” He may dally with his life. Mrth,



lyric mirth, and a vivacious classical contentnent are of the very
essence of the better kind of art; and these, in that nost sniling
forest, he has the chance to learn or to renmenber. Even on the
plain of Biere, where the Angelus of MIlet still tolls upon the
ear of fancy, a larger air, a higher heaven, sonething ancient and
healthy in the face of nature, purify the mnd alike from dul ness
and hysteria. There is no place where the young are nore gladly
conscious of their youth, or the old better contented with their

age.

The fact of its great and special beauty further reconmends this
country to the artist. The field was chosen by nen in whose bl ood
there still raced some of the gleeful or solemm exultation of great
art - MIllet who loved dignity |like M chel angel o, Rousseau whose
nmodern brush was dipped in the glanmour of the ancients. It was
chosen before the day of that strange turn in the history of art,

of which we now perceive the culmnation in inpressionistic tales
and pictures - that voluntary aversion of the eye from al
speciously strong and beautiful effects - that disinterested | ove
of dul ness which has set so many Peter Bells to paint the river-
side prinmrose. It was then chosen for its proxinity to Paris. And
for the same cause, and by the force of tradition, the painter of
to-day continues to inhabit and to paint it. There is in France
scenery inconparable for romance and harnony. Provence, and the
vall ey of the Rhone from Vienne to Tarascon, are one succession of
mast er pi eces waiting for the brush. The beauty is not nerely
beauty; it tells, besides, a tale to the inmmgination, and surprises
while it charms. Here you shall see castellated towns that would
befit the scenery of dreanl and; streets that glow with colour |ike
cathedral w ndows; hills of the nobst exquisite proportions; flowers
of every precious colour, growing thick like grass. Al these, by
the grace of railway travel, are brought to the very door of the

nodern painter; yet he does not seek them he remains faithful to



Font ai nebl eau, to the eternal bridge of Getz, to the watering-pot
cascade in Cernay valley. Even Fontainebl eau was chosen for him
even in Fontainebl eau he shrinks fromwhat is sharply charactered.
But one thing, at least, is certain, whatever he may choose to
paint and in whatever manner, it is good for the artist to dwell
anong graceful shapes. Fontainebleau, if it be but quiet scenery,
is classically graceful; and though the student may | ook for
different qualities, this quality, silently present, will educate

hi s hand and eye.

But, before all its other advantages - charm |oveliness, or
proximty to Paris - cones the great fact that it is already
colonised. The institution of a painters' colony is a work of tine
and tact. The popul ation nust be conquered. The innkeeper has to
be taught, and he soon learns, the lesson of unlinmted credit; he
must be taught to wel cone as a favoured guest a young gentleman in
a very greasy coat, and with little baggage beyond a box of col ours
and a canvas; and he nust learn to preserve his faith in custoners
who will eat heartily and drink of the best, borrow noney to buy
tobacco, and perhaps not pay a stiver for a year. A colour

mer chant has next to be attracted. A certain vogue nust be given
to the place, lest the painter, nobst gregarious of animals, should
find hinmself alone. And no sooner are these first difficulties
overcone, than fresh perils spring up upon the other side; and the
bourgeois and the tourist are knocking at the gate. This is the
crucial nmoment for the colony. |If these intruders gain a footing,
they not only bani sh freedom and anenity; pretty soon, by neans of
their long purses, they will have undone the education of the

i nnkeeper; prices will rise and credit shorten; and the poor

pai nter nmust fare farther on and find another hamet. "Not here, O
Apollo!'" will becorme his song. Thus Trouville and, the other day,
St. Raphael were lost to the arts. Curious and not always edifying

are the shifts that the French student uses to defend his lair;



i ke the cuttlefish, he nust sonetines blacken the waters of his
chosen pool; but at such a time and for so practical a purpose Ms.
Gundy nust allow himlicence. Were his own purse and credit are
not threatened, he will do the honours of his village generously.
Any artist is nmade wel cone, through whatever nedi um he nay seek
expression; science is respected; even the idler, if he prove, as
he so rarely does, a gentleman, will soon begin to find hinself at
home. And when that essentially nodern creature, the English or
American girl-student, began to walk calmy into his favourite inns
as if into a drawi ng-room at hone, the French painter owned hinself
def encel ess; he subnmitted or he fled. H's French respectability,
quite as precise as ours, though covering different provinces of
life, recoiled aghast before the innovation. But the girls were
pai nters; there was nothing to be done; and Barbizon, when | |ast
saw it and for the tinme at |east, was practically ceded to the fair
invader. Paterfamilias, on the other hand, the common tourist, the
hol i day shopman, and the cheap young gentl eman upon the spree, he

hounded fromhis villages with every circunstance of contumnely.

This purely artistic society is excellent for the young artist.
The lads are nostly fools; they hold the latest orthodoxy in its
crudeness; they are at that stage of education, for the nost part,
when a man is too nmuch occupied with style to be aware of the
necessity for any matter; and this, above all for the Englishnan,
is excellent. To work grossly at the trade, to forget sentinent,
to think of his material and nothing else, is, for awhile at |east,
the king's hi ghway of progress. Here, in England, too nany
painters and witers dwell dispersed, unshi el ded, anong the
intelligent bourgeois. These, when they are not nerely
indifferent, prate to himabout the |ofty ains and noral influence
of art. And this is the lad's ruin. For art is, first of all and
last of all, a trade. The love of words and not a desire to

publ i sh new di scoveries, the | ove of formand not a novel reading



of historical events, mark the vocation of the witer and the

pai nter. The arabesque, properly speaking, and even in literature,
is the first fancy of the artist; he first plays with his materia
as a child plays with a kal ei doscope; and he is already in a second
stage when he begins to use his pretty counters for the end of
representation. |In that, he must pause long and toil faithfully;
that is his apprenticeship; and it is only the fewwho will really
grow beyond it, and go forward, fully equi pped, to do the business
of real art - to give life to abstractions and significance and
charmto facts. In the neanwhile, let himdwell much anong his
fellowcraftsnen. They alone can take a serious interest in the
childish tasks and pitiful successes of these years. They al one
can behold with equanimty this fingering of the dunb keyboard,
this polishing of enpty sentences, this dull and literal painting
of dull and insignificant subjects. Qutsiders will spur himon
They will say, "Wy do you not wite a great book? paint a great
picture?" If his guardian angel fail him they may even persuade
himto the attenpt, and, ten to one, his hand is coarsened and his

style falsified for life.

And this brings ne to a warning. The life of the apprentice to any
art is both unstrained and pleasing; it is strewn with snal
successes in the nidst of a career of failure, patiently supported;
t he heavi est scholar is conscious of a certain progress; and if he
come not appreciably nearer to the art of Shakespeare, grows
letter-perfect in the domain of A-B, ab. But the tinme cones when a
man shoul d cease prelusory gymastic, stand up, put a viol ence upon
his will, and, for better or worse, begin the business of creation
This evil day there is a tendency continually to postpone: above
all with painters. They have nade so nany studies that it has
becone a habit; they make nore, the walls of exhibitions blush with
them and death finds these aged students still busy with their

horn-book. This class of man finds a congenial hone in arti st



villages; in the slang of the English colony at Barbizon we used to
call them "Snoozers." Continual returns to the city, the society
of men farther advanced, the study of great works, a sense of
hunour or, if such a thing is to be had, a little religion or

phi | osophy, are the nmeans of treatment. It will be time enough to
think of curing the nmalady after it has been caught; for to catch
it is the very thing for which you seek that dream | and of the

pai nters' village. "Snoozing" is a part of the artistic education
and the rudi nents nmust be |earned stupidly, all else being

forgotten, as if they were an object in thenselves.

Lastly, there is sonmething, or there seens to be sonmething, in the
very air of France that communi cates the love of style. Precision
clarity, the cleanly and crafty enpl oynent of material, a grace in
the handling, apart fromany value in the thought, seemto be
acquired by the mere residence; or if not acquired, becone at |east
the nmore appreciated. The air of Paris is alive with this
technical inspiration. And to leave that airy city and awake next
day upon the borders of the forest is but to change externals. The
same spirit of dexterity and finish breathes fromthe [ong alleys
and the lofty groves, fromthe w |l dernesses that are still pretty
in their confusion, and the great plain that contrives to be

decorative in its enptiness

In spite of its really considerable extent, the forest of
Font ai nebl eau is hardly anywhere tedious. | know the whol e western
side of it with what, | suppose, | may call thoroughness; well
enough at least to testify that there is no square nile wthout
some special character and charm Such quarters, for instance, as

the Long Rocher, the Bas-Breau, and the Reine Bl anche, m ght be a



hundred miles apart; they have scarce a point in comon beyond the
silence of the birds. The two last are really conterm nous; and in
both are tall and ancient trees that have outlived a thousand
political vicissitudes. But in the one the great oaks prosper

pl acidly upon an even floor; they beshadow a great field; and the
air and the light are very free below their stretching boughs. In
the other the trees find difficult footing; castles of white rock
lie tunbl ed one upon another, the foot slips, the crooked viper
slunmbers, the noss clings in the crevice; and above it all the
great beech goes spiring and casting forth her arnms, and, with a
grace beyond church architecture, canopies this rugged chaos.
Meanwhi | e, dividing the two cantons, the broad white causeway of
the Paris road runs in an avenue: a road conceived for pageantry
and for triunphal marches, an avenue for an arny; but, its days of
glory over, it nowlies grilling in the sun between cool groves,
and only at intervals the vehicle of the cruising tourist is seen
far away and faintly audible along its anple sweep. A little upon
one side, and you find a district of sand and birch and boul der; a
little upon the other lies the valley of Aprenont, all juniper and
heat her; and cl ose beyond that you may wal k into a zone of pine
trees. So artfully are the ingredients mngled. Nor nust it be
forgotten that, in all this part, you conme continually forth upon a
hill-top, and behold the plain, northward and westward, |ike an
unreful gent sea; nor that all day |ong the shadows keep changi ng;
and at last, to the red fires of sunset, night succeeds, and with
the night a new forest, full of whisper, gloom and fragrance.
There are few things nore renovating than to | eave Paris, the
lanplit arches of the Carrousel, and the long alignnent of the
glittering streets, and to bathe the senses in this fragrant

dar kness of the wood.

In this continual variety the mnd is kept vividly alive. It is a

changeful place to paint, a stirring place to live in. As fast as



your foot carries you, you pass from scene to scene, each
vigorously painted in the colours of the sun, each endeared by that
hereditary spell of forests on the mind of man who still renenbers

and sal utes the ancient refuge of his race.

And yet the forest has been civilised throughout. The nobst savage
corners bear a nane, and have been cherished like antiquities; in
the nost renote, Nature has prepared and bal anced her effects as if
with conscious art; and nman, with his guiding arrows of blue paint,
has countersigned the picture. After your farthest wandering, you
are never surprised to cone forth upon the vast avenue of highway,
to strike the centre point of branching alleys, or to find the
aqueduct trailing, thousand-footed, through the brush. It is not a
wilderness; it is rather a preserve. And, fitly enough, the centre
of the maze is not a hernmit's cavern. 1In the nmdst, alittle
mrthful towm lies sunlit, humming with the business of pleasure;
and t he pal ace, breathing distinction and peopled by historic

names, stands snokel ess anong gardens

Perhaps the last attenpt at savage life was that of the harml ess
hunbug who called hinself the hermit. 1n a great tree, close by
the highroad, he had built hinself a little cabin after the manner
of the Swiss Fam |y Robinson; thither he nmounted at night, by the
romantic aid of a rope ladder; and if dirt be any proof of
sincerity, the man was savage as a Sioux. | had the pleasure of
hi s acquai ntance; he appeared grossly stupid, not in his perfect
wits, and interested in nothing but small change; for that he had a
great avidity. |In the course of tine he proved to be a chicken-
steal er, and vani shed fromhis perch; and perhaps fromthe first he
was no true votary of forest freedom but an ingenious,
theatrically-m nded beggar, and his cabin in the tree was only
stock-in-trade to beg withal. The choice of his position would

seemto indicate so nmuch; for if in the forest there are no pl aces



still to be discovered, there are nany that have been forgotten
and that lie unvisited. There, to be sure, are the blue arrows

wai ting to reconduct you, now blazed upon a tree, now posted in the
corner of a rock. But your security frominterruption is conplete;
you m ght canmp for weeks, if there were only water, and not a sou
suspect your presence; and if | nmay suppose the reader to have
committed sone great crime and cone to nme for aid, | think I could
still find ny way to a small cavern, fitted with a hearth and

chi mey, where he might lie perfectly concealed. A confederate

| andscape-painter night daily supply himw th food; for water, he
woul d have to make a nightly tranp as far as to the nearest pond,
and at | ast, when the hue and cry began to bl ow over, he m ght get
gently on the train at some side station, work round by a series of

junctions, and be quietly captured at the frontier

Thus Font ai nebl eau, although it is truly but a pleasure-ground, and
al t hough, in favourable weather, and in the nore cel ebrated
quarters, it literally buzzes with the tourist, yet has sonme of the
imunities and offers some of the repose of natural forests. And
the solitary, although he nust return at night to his frequented
inn, may yet pass the day with his own thoughts in the

compani onabl e silence of the trees. The demands of the inmagination
vary; sone can be alone in a back garden | ooked upon by w ndows;
others, like the ostrich, are content with a solitude that neets
the eye; and others, again, expand in fancy to the very borders of
their desert, and are irritably conscious of a hunter's canp in an
adj acent county. To these |last, of course, Fontainebleau will seem
but an extended tea-garden: a Rosherville on a by-day. But to the
plain man it offers solitude: an excellent thing initself, and a

good whet for conpany.



I was for sone time a consistent Barbizonian; ET EGO I N ARCAD A
VIXI, it was a pleasant season; and that noisel ess hanet |ying

cl ose anong the borders of the wood is for ne, as for so many
others, a green spot in nmenory. The great MIlet was just dead,
the green shutters of his nodest house were closed; his daughters
were in nourning. The date of nmy first visit was thus an epoch in
the history of art: in a lesser way, it was an epoch in the
history of the Latin Quarter. The PETIT CENACLE was dead and

buri ed; Murger and his crew of spongi ng vagabonds were all at rest
fromtheir expedients; the tradition of their real life was nearly
|l ost; and the petrified | egend of the VIE DE BOHEME had becone a
sort of gospel, and still gave the cue to zealous imtators. But
if the book be witten in rose-water, the imtation was stil
farther expurgated; honesty was the rule; the innkeepers gave, as
have said, alnost unlimted credit; they suffered the seediest
painter to depart, to take all his belongings, and to | eave his
bill unpaid; and if they sonetines lost, it was by English and
Anericans alone. At the sane tinme, the great influx of Anglo-
Saxons had begun to affect the life of the studious. There had
been di sputes; and, in one instance at |east, the English and the
Anericans had made conmon cause to prevent a cruel pleasantry. It
woul d be well if nations and races could comunicate their
qualities; but in practice when they | ook upon each other, they
have an eye to nothing but defects. The Anglo-Saxon is essentially
di shonest; the French is devoid by nature of the principle that we
call "Fair Play." The Frenchrman narvelled at the scruples of his
guest, and, when that defender of innocence retired over-seas and
left his bills unpaid, he marvell ed once again; the good and evi
were, in his eyes, part and parcel of the same eccentricity; a

shrug expressed his judgment upon bot h.



At Barbizon there was no naster, no pontiff in the arts. Palizz
bore rule at Gretz - urbane, superior rule - his nenory rich in
anecdotes of the great men of yore, his mind fertile in theories;
sceptical, conposed, and venerable to the eye; and yet beneath
these outworks, all twittering with Italian superstition, his eye
scouting for onens, and the whole fabric of his manners giving way
on the appearance of a hunchback. Cernay had Pel ouse, the

adm rabl e, placid Pelouse, smlingly critical of youth, who, when a
full -blown comercial traveller, suddenly threw down his sanpl es,
bought a col our-box, and becane the nmaster whom we have al

admred. Marlotte, for a central figure, boasted divier de Penne.
Only Barbizon, since the death of MIlet, was a headl ess
commonweal th. Even its secondary lights, and those who in ny day
made t he stranger wel cone, have since deserted it. The good
Lachevre has departed, carrying his household gods; and |ong before
that Gaston Lafenestre was taken fromour nidst by an untinely
death. He died before he had deserved success; it may be, he would
never have deserved it; but his kind, conely, nobdest countenance
still haunts the nenory of all who knew him Another - whom | will
not nanme - has noved farther on, pursuing the strange Odyssey of
his decadence. His days of royal favour had departed even then

but he still retained, in his narrower |life at Barbizon, a certain
stanp of conscious inportance, hearty, friendly, filling the room
the occupant of several chairs; nor had he yet ceased his |osing
battle, still I|abouring upon great canvases that none woul d buy,
still waiting the return of fortune. But these days also were too
good to last; and the former favourite of two sovereigns fled, if |
heard the truth, by night. There was a tine when he was counted a
great man, and MI|let but a dauber; behold, how the whirligig of
time brings in his revenges! To pity MIlet is a piece of
arrogance; if life be hard for such resolute and pious spirits, it
is harder still for us, had we the wit to understand it; but we may

pity his unhappier rival, who, for no apparent nerit, was raised to



opul ence and nonentary fane, and, through no apparent fault was
suffered step by step to sink again to nothing. No msfortune can
exceed the bitterness of such back-forenost progress, even bravely
supported as it was; but to those also who were taken early from
the easel, a regret is due. Fromall the young nen of this period,
one stood out by the vigour of his pronise; he was in the age of
fermentation, enanoured of eccentricities. "Il faut faire de la
pei nture nouvelle,” was his watchword; but if tinme and experience
had continued his education, if he had been granted health to
return fromthese excursions to the steady and the central, | nust

believe that the nane of Hlls had becone fanous.

Siron's inn, that excellent artists' barrack, was nmanaged upon easy
principles. At any hour of the night, when you returned from
wandering in the forest, you went to the billiard-room and hel ped
yourself to liquors, or descended to the cellar and returned | aden
with beer or wine. The Sirons were all |ocked in slunber; there
was none to check your inroads; only at the week's end a
comput ati on was made, the gross sumwas divided, and a varying
share set down to every |lodger's nane under the rubric: ESTRATS
Upon the nore long-suffering the larger tax was |evied; and your
bill Iengthened in a direct proportion to the easiness of your

di sposition. At any hour of the norning, again, you could get your
coffee or cold nmilk, and set forth into the forest. The doves had
per haps wakened you, fluttering into your chanber; and on the
threshold of the inn you were net by the aronma of the forest.

Close by were the great aisles, the nobssy boul ders, the
intermnable field of forest shadow. There you were free to dream
and wander. And at noon, and again at six o'clock, a good neal

awai ted you on Siron's table. The whole of your accommodation, set
asi de that varying item of the ESTRALS, cost you five francs a day;
your bill was never offered you until you asked it; and if you were

out of luck's way, you mght depart for where you pleased and | eave



it pending.

Theoretically, the house was open to all corners; practically, it
was a kind of club. The guests protected thenselves, and, in so
doing, they protected Siron. Formal manners being laid aside,
essential courtesy was the nore rigidly exacted; the new arriva
had to feel the pulse of the society; and a breach of its undefined
observances was pronptly punished. A nman night be as plain, as
dull, as slovenly, as free of speech as he desired; but to a touch
of presunption or a word of hectoring these free Barbizoni ans were
as sensitive as a tea-party of maiden |adies. | have seen people
driven forth from Barbizon; it would be difficult to say in words
what they had done, but they deserved their fate. They had shown
thensel ves unworthy to enjoy these corporate freedons; they had
pushed thensel ves; they had "made their head"; they wanted tact to
appreciate the "fine shades" of Barbizonian etiquette. And once
they were condemmed, the process of extrusion was ruthless inits
cruelty; after one evening with the form dable Bodner, the Baily of
our comonweal th, the erring stranger was beheld no nore; he rose
exceeding early the next day, and the first coach conveyed himfrom
the scene of his disconfiture. These sentences of bani shnent were
never, in ny know edge, delivered against an artist; such would, |
bel i eve, have been illegal; but the odd and pleasant fact is this,
that they were never needed. Painters, sculptors, witers,
singers, | have seen all of these in Barbizon; and sone were sul ky,
and sone bl atant and inane; but one and all entered at once into
the spirit of the association. This singular society is purely
French, a creature of French virtues, and possibly of French

defects. It cannot be initated by the English. The roughness, the



i npati ence, the nore obvious sel fishness, and even the nore ardent
friendshi ps of the Angl o- Saxon, speedily dismenber such a
commonweal th. But this random gat hering of young French painters,
wi th neither apparatus nor parade of government, yet kept the life
of the place upon a certain footing, insensibly inposed their
etiquette upon the docile, and by caustic speech enforced their

edi cts against the unwel cone. To think of it is to wonder the nore
at the strange failure of their race upon the larger theatre. This
inbred civility - to use the word in its conpletest nmeaning - this
natural and facile adjustnent of contending liberties, seens all
that is required to nmake a governable nation and a just and

prosperous country.

Qur society, thus purged and guarded, was full of high spirits, of
| aughter, and of the initiative of youth. The few elder nen who
joined us were still young at heart, and took the key fromtheir
compani ons. W returned fromlong stations in the fortifying air,
our bl ood renewed by the sunshine, our spirits refreshed by the
silence of the forest; the Babel of |oud voices sounded good; we
fell to eat and play like the natural man; and in the high inn
chanmber, panelled with indifferent pictures and |it by candles
guttering in the night air, the talk and | aughter sounded far into
the night. It was a good place and a good life for any naturally-
m nded yout h; better yet for the student of painting, and perhaps
best of all for the student of letters. He, too, was saturated in
this atnosphere of style; he was shut out fromthe disturbing
currents of the world, he might forget that there exi sted other and
nore pressing interests than that of art. But, in such a place, it
was hardly possible to wite; he could not drug his conscience,
like the painter, by the production of listless studies; he saw
hinsel f idle among many who were apparently, and sone who were
really, enployed; and what with the inmpul se of increasing health

and the continual provocation of ronmantic scenes, he becane



tornented with the desire to work. He enjoyed a strenuous idl eness
full of visions, hearty neals, long, sweltering wal ks, mrth anong
compani ons; and still floating like music through his brain,
foresights of great works that Shakespeare m ght be proud to have
concei ved, headl ess epics, glorious torsos of dramas, and words
that were alive with inport. So in youth, Iike Mdses fromthe
mount ai n, we have sights of that House Beautiful of art which we
shall never enter. They are dreans and unsubstantial; visions of
style that repose upon no base of human neani ng; the |ast heart-
throbs of that excited amateur who has to die in all of us before
the artist can be born. But they come to us in such a rai nbow of
glory that all subsequent achi evenent appears dull and earthly in
conparison. W were all artists; alnost all in the age of

illusion, cultivating an imagi nary genius, and wal king to the
strains of sonme deceiving Ariel; small wonder, indeed, if we were
happy! But art, of whatever nature, is a kind mstress; and though
these dreans of youth fall by their own basel essness, others

succeed, graver and nore substantial; the synptons change, the

am abl e nmal ady endures; and still, at an equal distance, the House
Beautiful shines upon its hill-top

Y

Getz lies out of the forest, down by the bright river. 1t boasts
a mll, an ancient church, a castle, and a bridge of nmany

sterlings. And the bridge is a piece of public property;
anonynously fanous; beam ng on the incurious dilettante fromthe
wal I s of a hundred exhibitions. | have seen it in the Sal on;
have seen it in the Acadeny; | have seen it in the |last French
Exposition, excellently done by Bl ooner; in a black-and-white by
M. A Henley, it once adorned this essay in the pages of the

MAGAZI NE OF ART. Long-suffering bridge! And if you visit Getz



to-norrow, you shall find another generation, canped at the bottom
of Chevillon's garden under their white unbrellas, and doggedly

painting it again.

The bridge taken for granted, Getz is a less inspiring place than
Barbizon. | give it the pal mover Cernay. There is sonething
ghastly in the great enpty village square of Cernay, with the inn
tabl es standing in one corner, as though the stage were set for
rustic opera, and in the early norning all the painters breaking
their fast upon white wine under the wi ndows of the villagers. It
is vastly different to awake in Getz, to go down the green inn-
garden, to find the river streanming through the bridge, and to see
the dawn begin across the poplared level. The neals are laid in
the cool arbour, under fluttering | eaves. The splash of oars and
bat hers, the bathing costunmes out to dry, the trim canoes beside
the jetty, tell of a society that has an eye to pleasure. There is
"something to do" at Gretz. Perhaps, for that very reason, | can
recall no such enduring ardours, no such glories of exhilaration
as anong the sol enn groves and uneventful hours of Barbizon. This
"something to do" is a great eneny to joy; it is a way out of it;
you wreak your high spirits on sone cut-and-dry enpl oynent, and
behol d them gone! But Getz is a nmerry place after its kind:
pretty to see, nerry to inhabit. The course of its pellucid river
whet her up or down, is full of gentle attractions for the

navi gator: islanded reed-nmazes where, in autum, the red berries
cluster; the mrrored and inverted i mages of trees, lilies, and
mlls, and the foam and thunder of weirs. And of all noble sweeps
of roadway, none is nobler, on a wi ndy dusk, than the highroad to

Nenmours between its lines of tal king poplar.

But even Gretz is changed. The old inn, |long shored and trussed
and buttressed, fell at length under the nere weight of years, and

the place as it was is but a fading inage in the menory of former



guests. They, indeed, recall the ancient wooden stair; they recal
the rainy evening, the wide hearth, the blaze of the twig fire, and
the conpany that gathered round the pillar in the kitchen. But the
material fabric is now dust; soon, with the last of its

i nhabitants, its very nmenory shall follow, and they, in their turn,
shal| suffer the same law, and, both in nanme and |ineanent, vanish
fromthe world of men. "For renenbrance of the old house' sake,"”
as Pepys once quaintly put it, let ne tell one story. \When the
tide of invasion swept over France, two foreign painters were |eft
stranded and penniless in Gretz; and there, until the war was over
the Chevillons ungrudgi ngly harboured them 1t was difficult to
obtain supplies; but the two waifs were still welcone to the best,
sat down daily with the family to table, and at the due intervals
were supplied with clean napkins, which they scrupled to enpl oy.
Madane Chevillon observed the fact and reprinmanded them But they
stood firm eat they nust, but having no noney they would soil no

napki ns.

\

Nenours and Moret, for all they are so picturesque, have been
little visited by painters. They are, indeed, too popul ous; they
have manners of their own, and might resist the drastic process of
col oni sation. Montigny has been sonewhat strangely neglected, |
never knew it inhabited but once, when WIl H Low installed
hinmself there with a barrel of PIQUETTE, and entertained his
friends in a leafy trellis above the weir, in sight of the green
country and to the nusic of the falling water. It was a nost airy,
quai nt, and pl easant place of residence, just too rustic to be
stagey; and fromny nenories of the place in general, and that

garden trellis in particular - at norning, visited by birds, or at



ni ght, when the dew fell and the stars were of the party - | am
inclined to think perhaps too favourably of the future of Montigny.
Chailly-en-Biere has outlived all things, and lies dustily
slunmbering in the plain - the cenetery of itself. The great road
remains to testify of its former bustle of postilions and carri age
bells; and, like nenorial tablets, there still hang in the inn room
the paintings of a former generation, dead or decorated | ong ago.
In nmy tine, one man only, greatly daring, dwelt there. Fromtine
to time he would wal k over to Barbizon |like a shade revisiting the
gl i npses of the noon, and after sonme communication with flesh and
blood return to his austere hernitage. But even he, when | |ast
revisited the forest, had cone to Barbizon for good, and cl osed the
roll of Chaillyites. It may revive - but | nuch doubt it. Acheres
and Recloses still wait a pioneer; Bourron is out of the question
being nerely Gretz over again, without the river, the bridge, or
the beauty; and of all the possible places on the western side,

Marl otte alone remains to be discussed. | scarcely know Marlotte,
and, very likely for that reason, amnot nuch in love with it. It
seenms a glaring and unsightly hamet. The inn of Mdther Antonie is
unattractive; and its nore reputable rival, though confortable
enough, is comonplace. Marlotte has a nane; it is famous; if |

were the young painter | would leave it alone in its glory.

VI |

These are the words of an old stager; and though tinme is a good
conservative in forest places, much may be untrue to-day. Many of
us have passed Arcadi an days there and noved on, but yet left a
portion of our souls behind us buried in the woods. | would not
dig for these reliquiae; they are inconmunicable treasures that
will not enrich the finder; and yet there may lie, interred bel ow

great oaks or scattered along forest paths, stores of youth's



dynanite and dear renenbrances. And as one generation passes on
and renovates the field of tillage for the next, | entertain a

fancy that when the young nmen of to-day go forth into the forest

they shall find the air still vitalised by the spirits of their
predecessors, and, like those "unheard mnel odi es" that are the
sweetest of all, the nmenmory of our |aughter shall still haunt the

field of trees. Those nerry voices that in woods call the wanderer
farther, those thrilling silences and whispers of the groves,
surely in Fontainebl eau they nust be vocal of ne and ny conpani ons?
We are not content to pass away entirely fromthe scenes of our
delight; we would leave, if but in gratitude, a pillar and a

| egend.

One generation after another fall |ike honey-bees upon this
menorabl e forest, rifle its sweets, pack thenselves with vita
menori es, and when the theft is consunmated depart again into life
richer, but poorer also. The forest, indeed, they have possessed,
fromthat day forward it is theirs indissolubly, and they wll
return to walk in it at night in the fondest of their dreans, and
use it for ever in their books and pictures. Yet when they made
their packets, and put up their notes and sketches, sonething, it
shoul d seem had been forgotten. A projection of thenselves shal
appear to haunt unfriended these scenes of happiness, a natura
child of fancy, begotten and forgotten unawares. Over the whol e
field of our wanderings such fetches are still travelling |like

i ndef ati gabl e bagnen; but the inps of Fontainebl eau, as of all

bel oved spots, are very long of life, and nenory is piously
unwilling to forget their orphanage. |f anywhere about that wood
you meet ny airy bantling, greet himw th tenderness. He was a

pl easant | ad, though now abandoned. And when it cones to your own
turn to quit the forest, may you | eave behind you such another; no
Antony or Werther, let us hope, no tearful whipster, but, as

becones this not uncheerful and nost active age in which we figure,



the child of happy hours.

No art, it may be said, was ever perfect, and not many nobl e, that

has not been mrthfully conceived.

And no man, it nmay be added, was ever anything but a wet bl anket
and a cross to his conpani ons who boasted not a copious spirit of
enjoyment. Whether as man or artist let the youth nake haste to
Font ai nebl eau, and once there let himaddress hinmself to the spirit
of the place; he will learn nore from exercise than from studies,
al t hough both are necessary; and if he can get into his heart the
gaiety and inspiration of the woods he will have gone far to undo
the evil of his sketches. A spirit once well strung up to the
concert-pitch of the prineval out-of-doors will hardly dare to
finish a study and magnil oquently ticket it a picture. The

i ncomuni cable thrill of things, that is the tuning-fork by which
we test the flatness of our art. Here it is that Nature teaches
and condemms, and still spurs up to further effort and new failure.
Thus it is that she sets us blushing at our ignorant and tepid
works; and the nore we find of these inspiring shocks the |ess
shall we be apt to love the literal in our productions. In al

sci ences and senses the letter kills; and to-day, when cackling
hunman geese express their ignorant condemation of all studio
pictures, it is a lesson nost useful to be learnt. Let the young
pai nter go to Fontainebl eau, and while he stupefies hinself wth
studi es that teach himthe mechani cal side of his trade, let him
wal k in the great air, and be a servant of mrth, and not pick and
bot ani se, but wait upon the npods of nature. So he will learn - or
learn not to forget - the poetry of life and earth, which, when he

has acquired his track, will save himfromjoyl ess reproduction

[1882.]



CHAPTER 1V - EPILOGUE TO "AN | NLAND VOYAGE"

THE country where they journeyed, that green, breezy valley of the
Loing, is one very attractive to cheerful and solitary people. The
weat her was superb; all night it thundered and |ightened, and the
rain fell in sheets; by day, the heavens were cloudl ess, the sun
fervent, the air vigorous and pure. They wal ked separate: the
Cigarette plodding behind with sone phil osophy, the | ean Arethusa
posting on ahead. Thus each enjoyed his own reflections by the
way; each had perhaps tine to tire of thembefore he net his
conrade at the designated inn; and the pleasures of society and
solitude conmbined to fill the day. The Arethusa carried in his
knapsack the works of Charles of Ol eans, and enpl oyed sone of the
hours of travel in the concoction of English roundels. |In this
pat h, he nmust thus have preceded M. Lang, M. Dobson, M. Henl ey,
and all contenporary roundel eers; but for good reasons, he will be
the last to publish the result. The Cigarette wal ked burt hened
with a volume of Mchelet. And both these books, it will be seen

pl ayed a part in the subsequent adventure.

The Arethusa was unwisely dressed. He is no precisian in attire;
but by all accounts, he was never so ill-inspired as on that tranp;
having set forth indeed, upon a monent's notice, fromthe nost

unf ashi onabl e spot in Europe, Barbizon. On his head he wore a
snoki ng-cap of Indian work, the gold lace pitifully frayed and
tarni shed. A flannel shirt of an agreeabl e dark hue, which the
satirical called black; a light tweed coat nade by a good English
tailor; ready-nade cheap linen trousers and | eathern gaiters
completed his array. In person, he is exceptionally |ean; and his

face is not, like those of happier nortals, a certificate. For



years he could not pass a frontier or visit a bank w thout

suspi cion; the police everywhere, but in his native city, |ooked
askance upon him and (though | amsure it will not be credited) he
is actually denied adnmttance to the casino of Monte Carlo. |[|f you
will inmagine him dressed as above, stooping under his knapsack,
wal ki ng nearly five mles an hour with the folds of the ready-nade
trousers fluttering about his spindle shanks, and still | ooking
eagerly round himas if in terror of pursuit - the figure, when
realised, is far fromreassuring. When Villon journeyed (perhaps
by the sane pleasant valley) to his exile at Roussillon, | wonder

i f he had not something of the sane appearance. Sonething of the
same preoccupati on he had beyond a doubt, for he too nust have
tinkered verses as he wal ked, with nore success than his successor
And if he had anything |like the same inspiring weather, the sanme

ni ghts of uproar, men in arnmour rolling and resoundi ng down the
stairs of heaven, the rain hissing on the village streets, the wild
bull's-eye of the stormflashing all night long into the bare inn-
chanber - the sanme sweet return of day, the sanme unfathonmabl e bl ue
of noon, the same hi gh-col oured, hal cyon eves - and above all, if
he had anything like as good a conrade, anything |like as keen a
relish for what he saw, and what he ate, and the rivers that he

bat hed in, and the rubbish that he wote, | would exchange estates

to-day with the poor exile, and count nyself a gainer

But there was another point of simlarity between the two journeys,
for which the Arethusa was to pay dear: both were gone upon in
days of inconplete security. It was not |ong after the Franco-
Prussian war. Swiftly as nen forget, that country-side was stil
alive with tales of uhlans, and outlying sentries, and hairbreadth
"scapes fromthe ignom nious cord, and pl easant nonentary
friendshi ps between invader and invaded. A year, at the nost two
years later, you mght have tranped all that country over and not

heard one anecdote. And a year or two later, you would - if you



were a rather ill-1ooking young man in nondescript array - have
gone your rounds in greater safety; for along with nore interesting
matter, the Prussian spy would have sonewhat faded fromnen's

i magi nati ons.

For all that, our voyager had got beyond Chateau Renard before he
was consci ous of arousing wonder. On the road between that place
and Chatill on-sur-Loing, however, he encountered a rural postnman;
they fell together in talk, and spoke of a variety of subjects; but
through one and all, the postman was still visibly preoccupied, and
his eyes were faithful to the Arethusa's knapsack. At last, with
myst eri ous rogui shness, he inquired what it contained, and on being
answered, shook his head with kindly incredulity. "NON," said he,
"NON, VOUS AVEZ DES PORTRAITS." And then with a | anguishing
appeal , "VOYONS, show ne the portraits!" It was sone little while
before the Arethusa, with a shout of |aughter, recognised his
drift. By portraits he neant indecent photographs; and in the
Arethusa, an austere and rising author, he thought to have
identified a pornographic col porteur. When countryfolk in France
have made up their nmnds as to a person's calling, argunment is
fruitless. Along all the rest of the way, the postnman pi ped and
fluted neltingly to get a sight of the collection; now he would
upbrai d, now he would reason - "VOYONS, | will tell nobody"; then
he tried corruption, and insisted on paying for a glass of wine;
and, at last when their ways separated - "NON," said he, "CE N EST
PAS BI EN DE VOTRE PART. O NON, CE N EST PAS BIEN." And shaki ng
his head with quite a sentinmental sense of injury, he departed

unr ef r eshed.

On certain little difficulties encountered by the Arethusa at
Chatillon-sur-Loing, | have not space to dwell; another Chatillon
of grislier nmenory, |oons too near at hand. But the next day, in a

certain ham et called La Jussiere, he stopped to drink a glass of



syrup in a very poor, bare drinking shop. The hostess, a conely
woman, suckling a child, examined the traveller with kindly and
pitying eyes. "You are not of this department?" she asked. The
Arethusa told her he was English. "Ah!" she said, surprised. "W
have no English. W have many Italians, however, and they do very
well; they do not conplain of the people of hereabouts. An
Engl i shman may do very well also; it will be sonething new" Here
was a dark saying, over which the Arethusa pondered as he drank his
grenadi ne; but when he rose and asked what was to pay, the |ight
came upon himin a flash. "O POUR VOUS," replied the |andl ady

"a hal fpenny!" POUR VOUS? By heaven, she took himfor a beggar

He paid his hal fpenny, feeling that it were ungracious to correct
her. But when he was forth again upon the road, he becane vexed in
spirit. The conscience is no gentleman, he is a rabbinical fellow

and his conscience told himhe had stolen the syrup.

That night the travellers slept in Gen; the next day they passed
the river and set forth (severally, as their customwas) on a short
stage through the green plain upon the Berry side, to Chatillon-
sur-Loire. 1t was the first day of the shooting; and the air rang
with the report of firearns and the adniring cries of sportsnen.
Overhead the birds were in consternation, wheeling in clouds,
settling and re-arising. And yet with all this bustle on either
hand, the road itself lay solitary. The Arethusa snoked a pipe
beside a nilestone, and | remenber he laid dowmn very exactly all he
was to do at Chatillon: how he was to enjoy a cold plunge, to
change his shirt, and to await the G garette's arrival, in subline
i naction, by the margin of the Loire. Fired by these ideas, he
pushed the nore rapidly forward, and cane, early in the afternoon
and in a breathing heat, to the entering-in of that ill-fated town.

Childe Roland to the dark tower cane.

A polite gendarne threw his shadow on the path.



"MONSI EUR EST VOYAGEUR?" he asked.

And the Arethusa, strong in his innocence, forgetful of his vile
attire, replied - | had alnost said with gaiety: "So it would

appear."

"Hi s papers are in order?" said the gendarne. And when the
Arethusa, with a slight change of voice, admtted he had none, he
was i nformed (politely enough) that he nust appear before the

Commi ssary.

The Conmi ssary sat at a table in his bedroom stripped to the shirt
and trousers, but still copiously perspiring; and when he turned
upon the prisoner a | arge neani ngl ess countenance, that was (like
Bar dol ph's) "all whel ks and bubuckl es,” the dullest ni ght have been
prepared for grief. Here was a stupid man, sleepy with the heat
and fretful at the interruption, whom neither appeal nor argunent

coul d reach.

THE COWM SSARY. You have no papers?

THE ARETHUSA. Not here.

THE COWM SSARY. \Wy?

THE ARETHUSA. | have left them behind in ny valise.

THE COWM SSARY. You know, however, that it is forbidden to

circulate wthout papers?

THE ARETHUSA. Pardon me: | am convinced of the contrary. | am

here on nmy rights as an English subject by international treaty.



THE COWM SSARY (W TH SCORN). You call yourself an Englishnman?

THE ARETHUSA. | do.

THE COWM SSARY. Hunph. - What is your trade?

THE ARETHUSA. | am a Scotch advocate.

THE COWM SSARY (W TH SI NGULAR ANNOYANCE). A Scotch advocate! Do

you then pretend to support yourself by that in this departnent?

The Arethusa nodestly disclained the pretension. The Comm ssary

had scored a point.

THE COWM SSARY. Wy, then, do you travel ?

THE ARETHUSA. | travel for pleasure.

THE COVM SSARY (PO NTI NG TO THE KNAPSACK, AND W TH SUBLI ME
| NCREDULI TY). AVEC CA? VOYEZ-VQUS, JE SU S UN HOMVE | NTELLI GENT!

(Wth that? Look here, I ama person of intelligence!)

The cul prit remaining silent under this home thrust, the Conmissary
relished his triunph for a while, and then demanded (like the
postman, but with what different expectations!) to see the contents
of the knapsack. And here the Arethusa, not yet sufficiently awake
to his position, fell into a grave nmistake. There was little or no
furniture in the roomexcept the Conmissary's chair and table; and
to facilitate matters, the Arethusa (with all the innocence on
earth) leant the knapsack on a corner of the bed. The Comm ssary
fairly bounded fromhis seat; his face and neck flushed past

purple, alnost into blue; and he screaned to lay the desecrating

obj ect on the fl oor



The knapsack proved to contain a change of shirts, of shoes, of
socks, and of linen trousers, a small dressing-case, a piece of
soap in one of the shoes, two volunes of the COLLECTI ON JANNET

| ettered POESIES DE CHARLES D ORLEANS, a nap, and a version book
containing divers notes in prose and the renarkabl e English
roundel s of the voyager, still to this day unpublished: the

Conmi ssary of Chatillon is the only living man who has cl apped an
eye on these artistic trifles. He turned the assortment over with
a contunelious finger; it was plain fromhis daintiness that he
regarded the Arethusa and all his belongings as the very tenple of
infection. Still there was nothing suspicious about the nmap,
nothing really crimnal except the roundels; as for Charles of
Oleans, to the ignorant nind of the prisoner, he seened as good as

a certificate; and it was supposed the farce was nearly over.

The inquisitor resumed his seat.

THE COWM SSARY (AFTER A PAUSE). EH BIEN, JE VAI S VOUS DI RE CE QUE
VOUS ETES. VOUS ETES ALLEMAND ET VOUS VENEZ CHANTER A LA FO RE.
(Well, then, I will tell you what you are. You are a Gernan and

have cone to sing at the fair.)

THE ARETHUSA. Wbuld you like to hear me sing? | believe | could

convi nce you of the contrary.

THE COW SSARY. PAS DE PLAI SANTERI E, MONSI EUR!

THE ARETHUSA. Well, sir, oblige nme at | east by looking at this
book. Here, | open it with ny eyes shut. Read one of these songs
- read this one - and tell ne, you who are a man of intelligence,

if it would be possible to sing it at a fair?

THE COWM SSARY (CRITI CALLY). MAIS QUI. TRES BI EN



THE ARETHUSA. COMMENT, MONSI EURI  What! But do you not observe it
is antique. It is difficult to understand, even for you and ne;

but for the audience at a fair, it would be neaningl ess.

THE COWM SSARY (TAKING A PEN). ENFIN, IL FAU EN FINIR  What is

your nane?

THE ARETHUSA ( SPEAKI NG W TH THE SWALLOW NG VI VACI TY OF THE

ENGLI SH). Robert-Louis-Stev' ns'n

THE COWM SSARY (AGHAST). HE!I' QUA ?

THE ARETHUSA ( PERCEI VI NG AND | MPROVI NG HI S ADVANTAGE). Rob'rt-

Lou' s-Stev' ns' n.

THE COWM SSARY ( AFTER SEVERAL CONFLICTS WTH HI'S PEN). EH BIEN, IL
FAUT SE PASSER DU NOM CA NE S ECRIT PAS. (\Well, we nust do

wi thout the nanme: it is unspellable.)

The above is a rough summary of this nonentous conversation, in
which | have been chiefly careful to preserve the pluns of the
Conmi ssary; but the remai nder of the scene, perhaps because of his
rising anger, has left but little definite in the menory of the
Arethusa. The Conmissary was not, | think, a practised literary
man; no sooner, at |least, had he taken pen in hand and enbarked on
the conposition of the PROCES- VERBAL, than he becane distinctly
nmore uncivil and began to show a predilection for that sinplest of
all forms of repartee: "You lie!" Several tines the Arethusa |et
it pass, and then suddenly flared up, refused to accept nore
insults or to answer further questions, defied the Comissary to do
his worst, and pronised him if he did, that he should bitterly
repent it. Perhaps if he had worn this proud front fromthe first,

i nstead of beginning with a sense of entertainnent and then going



on to argue, the thing mght have turned otherw se; for even at
this eleventh hour the Conmmi ssary was visibly staggered. But it
was too | ate; he had been chal |l enged t he PROCES- VERBAL was begun
and he again squared his el bows over his witing, and the Arethusa

was led forth a prisoner

A step or two down the hot road stood the gendarmerie. Thither was
our unfortunate conducted, and there he was bidden to enpty forth
the contents of his pockets. A handkerchief, a pen, a pencil, a
pi pe and tobacco, matches, and sonme ten francs of change: that was
all. Not a file, not a cipher, not a scrap of witing whether to
identify or to conderm. The very gendarne was appal |l ed before such

destitution.

"I regret," he said, "that | arrested you, for | see that you are

no VOYQU." And he promi sed himevery indul gence.

The Arethusa, thus encouraged, asked for his pipe. That he was
told was inpossible, but if he chewed, he m ght have sone tobacco.
He did not chew, however, and asked instead to have his

handker chi ef .

"NON, " said the gendarne. "NOUS AVONS EU DES HI STO RES DE GENS QU
SE SONT PENDUS." (No, we have had histories of people who hanged

t hensel ves.)

"What," cried the Arethusa. "And is it for that you refuse nme ny
handkerchi ef? But see how nmuch nore easily | could hang nyself in

ny trousers!"”

The man was struck by the novelty of the idea; but he stuck to his

colours, and only continued to repeat vague offers of service.

"At least," said the Arethusa, "be sure that you arrest ny conrade;



he will follow ne ere long on the same road, and you can tell him

by the sack upon his shoul ders.™

This prom sed, the prisoner was led round into the back court of
the building, a cellar door was opened, he was notioned down the
stair, and bolts grated and chai ns cl anged behi nd his descendi ng

person.

The phil osophic and still nore the inmaginative mind is apt to
suppose itself prepared for any nortal accident. Prison, anobng
other ills, was one that had been often faced by the undaunted
Arethusa. Even as he went down the stairs, he was telling hinself
that here was a fampus occasion for a roundel, and that l|ike the
conmitted linnets of the tuneful cavalier, he too would nake his
prison nusical. | will tell the truth at once: the roundel was
never witten, or it should be printed in this place, to raise a
smile. Two reasons interfered: the first nmoral, the second

physi cal .

It is one of the curiosities of human nature, that although all nen
are liars, they can none of thembear to be told so of thensel ves.
To get and take the lie with equaninity is a stretch beyond the
stoic; and the Arethusa, who had been surfeited upon that insult,
was blazing inwardly with a white heat of snothered wath. But the
physical had also its part. The cellar in which he was confined
was sone feet underground, and it was only lighted by an ungl azed,
narrow aperture high up in the wall and snothered in the | eaves of
a green vine. The walls were of naked masonry, the floor of bare
earth; by way of furniture there was an earthenware basin, a water-
jug, and a wooden bedstead with a blue-gray cloak for bedding. To
be taken fromthe hot air of a summer's afternoon, the
reverberation of the road and the stir of rapid exercise, and

pl unged into the gl oomand danmp of this receptacle for vagabonds,



struck an instant chill upon the Arethusa's blood. Now see in how
small a matter a hardship may consist: the floor was exceedi ngly
uneven underfoot, with the very spade-nmarks, | suppose, of the

| abourers who dug the foundations of the barrack; and what with the
poor twilight and the irregul ar surface, wal king was inpossible.
The caged author resisted for a good while; but the chill of the

pl ace struck deeper and deeper; and at length, with such reluctance
as you may fancy, he was driven to clinb upon the bed and wap
hinself in the public covering. There, then, he lay upon the verge
of shivering, plunged in seni-darkness, wound in a garnent whose
touch he dreaded like the plague, and (in a spirit far renoved from
resignation) telling the roll of the insults he had just received.

These are not circunstances favourable to the nuse.

Meantime (to | ook at the upper surface where the sun was stil
shining and the guns of sportsnmen were still noisy through the
tufted plain) the Cigarette was drawing near at his nore

phi | osophic pace. In those days of liberty and health he was the
constant partner of the Arethusa, and had anpl e opportunity to
share in that gentleman's disfavour with the police. Many a bitter
bow had he partaken of with that disastrous conrade. He was

hi nself a man born to float easily through life, his face and
manner artfully recomending himto all. There was but one
suspi ci ous circumstance he could not carry off, and that was his
companion. He will not readily forget the Commissary in what is
ironically called the free town of Frankfort-on-the-Main ; nor the
Franco-Bel gian frontier; nor the inn at La Fere; last, but not

| east, he is pretty certain to renenber Chatillon-sur-Loire.

At the town entry, the gendarne culled himlike a wayside fl ower;
and a nonent later, two persons, in a high state of surprise, were
confronted in the Conmissary's office. For if the Cgarette was

surprised to be arrested, the Conm ssary was no | ess taken aback by



t he appearance and appoi ntnents of his captive. Here was a nan
about whom there could be no mistake: a man of an unquestionable
and unassail abl e nanner, in apple-pie order, dressed not with

neat ness nmerely but el egance, ready with his passport, at a word,
and well supplied with nmoney: a man the Conmi ssary woul d have
doffed his hat to on chance upon the highway; and this BEAU
CAVALI ER unbl ushingly clainmed the Arethusa for his conrade! The
conclusion of the interview was foregone; of its hunours, I

renenber only one. "Baronet?" denanded the magistrate, glancing up
fromthe passport. "ALORS, MONSIEUR, VOUS ETES LE FIRS D UN
BARON?" And when the Cigarette (his one m stake throughout the
interview) denied the soft inpeachnment, "ALORS," fromthe

Conmi ssary, "CE N EST PAS VOTRE PASSEPORT!" But these were

i neffectual thunders; he never dreaned of |aying hands upon the
Cigarette; presently he fell into a nbod of unrestrained

admi ration, gloating over the contents of the knapsack, conmandi ng
our friend s tailor. Ah, what an honoured guest was the Comm ssary
entertaining! what suitable clothes he wore for the warm weat her
what beautiful maps, what an attractive work of history he carried
in his knapsack! You are to understand there was now but one point
of difference between them what was to be done with the Arethusa?
the G garette demanding his rel ease, the Conmissary still clainng
himas the dungeon's own. Now it chanced that the G garette had
passed sone years of his life in Egypt, where he had nade

acquai ntance with two very bad things, cholera norbus and pashas;
and in the eye of the Commi ssary, as he fingered the vol ume of

M chelet, it seemed to our traveller there was sonething Turkish

| pass over this lightly; it is highly possible there was sone

m sunder st andi ng, highly possible that the Conmm ssary (charned with
his visitor) supposed the attraction to be nmutual and took for an
act of growing friendship what the Cigarette hinself regarded as a
bribe. And at any rate, was there ever a bribe nore singular than

an odd volune of Mchelet's history? The work was pronised himfor



the morrow, before our departure; and presently after, either
because he had his price, or to show that he was not the nan to be
behind in friendly offices - "EH BIEN," he said, "JE SUPPCSE QU I L
FAUT LAHER VO RE CAMARADE." And he tore up that feast of hunour
the unfini shed PROCES- VERBAL. Ah, if he had only torn up instead
the Arethusa's roundels! There were nany works burnt at

Al exandria, there are many treasured in the British Miseum that |
could better spare than the PROCES- VERBAL of Chatillon. Poor
bubuckl ed Commi ssary! | begin to be sorry that he never had his
M chelet: perceiving in himfine human traits, a broad-based
stupidity, a gusto in his magisterial functions, a taste for
letters, a ready adnmiration for the admrable. And if he did not

adnmire the Arethusa, he was not alone in that.

To the inprisoned one, shivering under the public covering, there
came suddenly a noise of bolts and chains. He sprang to his feet,
ready to wel conme a conpanion in calanmty; and instead of that, the
door was flung wide, the friendly gendarne appeared above in the
strong daylight, and with a magnificent gesture (being probably a
student of the drama) - "VOUS ETES LIBRE!'" he said. None too soon
for the Arethusa. | doubt if he had been hal f-an-hour inprisoned;
but by the watch in a man's brain (which was the only watch he
carried) he should have been eight tines |onger; and he passed
forth with ecstasy up the cellar stairs into the healing warmh of
the afternoon sun; and the breath of the earth cane as sweet as a
cow s into his nostril; and he heard again (and could have | aughed
for pleasure) the concord of delicate noises that we call the hum

of life.

And here it mght be thought that ny history ended; but not so,
this was an act-drop and not the curtain. Upon what followed in
front of the barrack, since there was a lady in the case, | scruple

to expatiate. The wife of the Marechal -des-1o0gis was a handsone



worman, and yet the Arethusa was not sorry to be gone from her
society. Sonething of her image, cool as a peach on that hot
afternoon, still lingers in his nenory: yet nore of her

conversation. "You have there a very fine parlour," said the poor
gentleman. - "Ah," said Madanme |a Marechal e (des-logis), "you are
very well acquainted with such parlours!"™ And you should have seen
with what a hard and scornful eye she nmeasured the vagabond before
her! | do not think he ever hated the Conmi ssary; but before that
interview was at an end, he hated Madane |a Marechale. His passion
(as | amled to understand by one who was present) stood confessed
in a burning eye, a pale cheek, and a trenbling utterance; Mdame

meanwhi | e tasting the joys of the matador, goading himw th barbed

words and staring himcoldy down.

It was certainly good to be away fromthis lady, and better stil

to sit down to an excellent dinner in the inn. Here, too, the
despi sed travel l ers scraped acquai ntance with their next nei ghbour
a gentl eman of these parts, returned fromthe day's sport, who had
the good taste to find pleasure in their society. The dinner at an
end, the gentleman proposed the acquai ntance should be ripened in

t he cafe.

The cafe was crowded with sportsnen conclamantly expl ai ning to each
other and the world the smallness of their bags. About the centre
of the room the Cigarette and the Arethusa sat with their new
acquai ntance; a trio very well pleased, for the travellers (after
their late experience) were greedy of consideration, and their
sportsman rejoiced in a pair of patient |isteners. Suddenly the

gl ass door flew open with a crash; the Marechal -des-1o0gi s appeared
in the interval, gorgeously belted and befrogged, entered w thout
salutation, strode up the roomwith a clang of spurs and weapons,
and di sappeared through a door at the far end. C ose at his heels

foll owed the Arethusa's gendarnme of the afternoon, imtating, with



a nice shade of difference, the inperial bearing of his chief;
only, as he passed, he struck lightly with his open hand on the
shoul der of his late captive, and with that ringing, dranmatic

utterance of which he had the secret - "SU VEZ!" said he.

The arrest of the menbers, the oath of the Tennis Court, the
signing of the declaration of independence, Mark Antony's oration
all the brave scenes of history, | conceive as having been not

unli ke that evening in the cafe at Chatillon. Terror breathed upon
the assenbly. A nmonent |ater, when the Arethusa had followed his
recaptors into the farther part of the house, the Cgarette found
hinself alone with his coffee in a ring of enpty chairs and tables,
all the lusty sportsnmen huddled into corners, all their clanorous
voi ces hushed in whispering, all their eyes shooting at him

furtively as at a |eper.

And the Arethusa? Well, he had a | ong, sonmetimes a trying,
interview in the back kitchen. The Marechal -des-1ogis, who was a
very handsone nan, and | believe both intelligent and honest, had
no clear opinion on the case. He thought the Commi ssary had done
wong, but he did not wish to get his subordinates into trouble;
and he proposed this, that, and the other, to all of which the

Arethusa (with a growi ng sense of his position) denurred.

"I'n short," suggested the Arethusa, "you want to wash your hands of

further responsibility? Well, then, let me go to Paris."

The Marechal -des-1ogis | ooked at his watch.

"You may | eave,"” said he, "by the ten o' clock train for Paris."

And at noon the next day the travellers were telling their

m sadventure in the dining-roomat Siron's.



CHAPTER V - RANDOM MEMCRI ES

I. - THE COAST COF FI FE

MANY writers have vigorously described the pains of the first day
or the first night at school; to a boy of any enterprise, |
believe, they are nore often agreeably exciting. Msery - or at

| east misery unrelieved - is confined to another period, to the
days of suspense and the "dreadful |ooking-for" of departure; when
the old life is running to an end, and the newlife, with its new
interests, not yet begun: and to the pain of an inmm nent parting,
there is added the unrest of a state of conscious pre-existence.
The area railings, the bel oved shop-w ndow, the snell of sem -
suburban tanpits, the song of the church bells upon a Sunday, the
thin, high voices of conpatriot children in a playing-field - what
a sudden, what an overpowering pathos breathes to him from each
familiar circunmstance! The assaults of sorrow come not from
within, as it seenms to him but fromw thout. | was proud and gl ad
to go to school; had I been let alone, | could have borne up |ike
any hero; but there was around ne, in all ny native town, a
conspiracy of lamentation: "Poor little boy, he is going away -
unkind little boy, he is going to | eave us"; so the unspoken
burthen followed ne as | went, with yearning and reproach. And at
I engt h, one nelancholy afternoon in the early autumm, and at a

pl ace where it seens to nme, |ooking back, it nust be always autum
and generally Sunday, there cane suddenly upon the face of all |
saw - the long enpty road, the lines of the tall houses, the church

upon the hill, the woody hillside garden - a | ook of such a



pi erci ng sadness that nmy heart died; and seating nyself on a door-
step, | shed tears of m serable synpathy. A benevol ent cat
cunbered nme the while with consolations - we two were alone in al
that was visible of the London Road: two poor waifs who had each
tasted sorrow - and she fawned upon the weeper, and ganbolled for
his entertai nment, watching the effect it seened, with notherly

eyes.

For the sake of the cat, God bless her! | confessed at hone the
story of ny weakness; and so it conmes about that | owed a certain
journey, and the reader owes the present paper, to a cat in the
London Road. It was judged, if | had thus bri med over on the
public hi ghway, some change of scene was (in the nedical sense)

i ndicated; ny father at the tine was visiting the harbour |ights of
Scotl and; and it was decided he should take nme along with him
around a portion of the shores of Fife; ny first professional tour
my first journey in the conplete character of nan, without the help

of petticoats.

The Ki ngdom of Fife (that royal province) nay be observed by the
curious on the map, occupying a tongue of |and between the firths
of Forth and Tay. It nay be continually seen from nany parts of
Edi nburgh (anong the rest, fromthe wi ndows of ny father's house)
dying away into the distance and the easterly HAAR wi th one snoky
seasi de town beyond another, or in winter printing on the gray
heaven sone glittering hill-tops. It has no beauty to reconmend
it, being a |l ow, sea-salted, w nd-vexed pronontory; trees very
rare, except (as common on the east coast) along the dens of
rivers; the fields well cultivated, | understand, but not lovely to
the eye. It is of the coast | speak: the interior may be the
garden of Eden. History broods over that part of the world like
the easterly HAAR  Even on the map, its long row of Gaelic place-

nanes bear testinmony to an old and settled race. O these little



towns, posted along the shore as cl ose as sedges, each with its bit
of harbour, its old weather-beaten church or public building, its
flavour of decayed prosperity and decaying fish, not one but has
its legend, quaint or tragic: Dunfermine, in whose royal towers
the king may be still observed (in the ballad) drinking the bl ood-
red wi ne; somol ent Inverkeithing, once the quarantine of Leith;
Aberdour, hard by the nonastic islet of Inchcolm hard by
Doni bri stl e where the "bonny face was spoiled”; Burntisland where,
when Paul Jones was off the coast, the Reverend M. Shirra had a
tabl e carried between tidemarks, and publicly prayed agai nst the
rover at the pitch of his voice and his broad | ow and di al ect;

Ki nghorn, where Al exander "brak's neckbane" and | eft Scotland to
the English wars; Kirkcaldy, where the w tches once prevail ed
extrenmely and sank tall ships and honest mariners in the North Sea;
Dysart, fanous - well fanmpbus at |east to ne for the Dutch ships
that lay in its harbour, painted like toys and with pots of flowers
and cages of song-birds in the cabin w ndows, and for one
particul ar Dutch skipper who would sit all day in slippers on the
break of the poop, snoking a |ong German pipe; Wenyss (pronounce
Weens) with its bat-haunted caves, where the Chevalier Johnstone,
on his flight from Cull oden, passed a night of superstitious
terrors; Leven, a bald, quite nodern place, sacred to sumrer
visitors, whence there has gone but yesterday the tall figure and
the white |l ocks of the last Englishnman in Delhi, nmy uncle Dr.

Bal four, who was still wal king his hospital rounds, while the
troopers from Meerut clattered and cried "Deen Deen" al ong the
streets of the inperial city, and WI I oughby nustered his handfu

of heroes at the nagazine, and the nanel ess brave one in the

tel egraph office was perhaps already fingering his |ast despatch
and just a little beyond Leven, Largo Law and the snoke of Largo
town mounting about its feet, the town of Al exander Selkirk, better
known under the name of Robinson Crusoe. So on, the list mght be

pursued (only for private reasons, which the reader will shortly



have an opportunity to guess) by St. Mnance, and Pittenweem and
the two Anstruthers, and Cellardyke, and Crail, where Prinmate
Shar pe was once a hunble and i nnocent country minister: on to the
heel of the land, to Fife Ness, overlooked by a sea-wood of matted
el ders and the quaint old mansion of Balcome, itself overl ooking
but the breach or the quiescence of the deep - the Carr Rock beacon
rising close in front, and as night draws in, the star of the

I nchcape reef springing up on the one hand, and the star of the My
Island on the other, and farther off yet a third and a greater on
the craggy foreland of St. Abb's. And but a little way round the
corner of the land, inmmnent itself above the sea, stands the gem
of the province and the light of nediaeval Scotland, St. Andrews,
where the great Cardinal Beaton held garrison against the world,
and the second of the nanme and title perished (as you may read in
Knox's jeering narrative) under the knives of true-blue
Protestants, and to this day (after so nany centuries) the current

voi ce of the professor is not hushed.

Here it was that ny first tour of inspection began, early on a

bl eak easterly norning. There was a crashing run of sea upon the
shore, | recollect, and nmy father and the nman of the harbour Iight
must sonetinmes raise their voices to be audible. Perhaps it is
fromthis circunstance, that | always imgine St. Andrews to be an
i neffectual seat of |earning, and the sound of the east wi nd and
the bursting surf to linger in its drowsy classroons and confound
the utterance of the professor, until teacher and taught are alike
drowned in oblivion, and only the sea-gull beats on the w ndows and
the draught of the sea-air rustles in the pages of the open

| ecture. But upon all this, and the romance of St. Andrews in
general, the reader nust consult the works of M. Andrew Lang; who
has witten of it but the other day in his dainty prose and with
hi s i ncommuni cabl e hunour, and | ong ago in one of his best poens,

with grace, and local truth, and a note of unaffected pathos. M.



Lang knows all about the romance, | say, and the educationa

advant ages, but | doubt if he had turned his attention to the
harbour lights; and it nay be news even to him that in the year
1863 their case was pitiable. Hanging about with the east w nd
hunming in ny teeth, and ny hands (I make no doubt) in nmy pockets,
I looked for the first tinme upon that tragi-conmedy of the visiting
engi neer which | have seen so often re-enacted on a nore inportant
stage. Eighty years ago, | find ny grandfather witing: "It is
the nost painful thing that can occur to ne to have a
correspondence of this kind with any of the keepers, and when |
come to the Light House, instead of having the satisfaction to neet
themwith approbation and wel cone their Famly, it is distressing
when one-is obliged to put on a nbst angry countenance and
demeanour."” This painful obligation has been hereditary in ny
race. | have nyself, on a perfectly amateur and unauthori sed

i nspection of Turnberry Point, bent ny brows upon the keeper on the
question of storm panes; and felt a keen pang of self-reproach
when we went down stairs again and | found he was naking a coffin
for his infant child; and then regained ny equaninity with the

t hought that | had done the man a service, and when the proper

i nspector cane, he would be readier with his panes. The hunan race
is perhaps credited with nore duplicity than it deserves. The
visitation of a |lighthouse at least is a business of the nost
transparent nature. As soon as the boat grates on the shore, and
the keepers step forward in their uniforned coats, the very slouch
of the fellows' shoulders tells their story, and the engi neer may
begin at once to assunme his "angry countenance." Certainly the
brass of the handrail will be clouded; and if the brass be not

i mmacul ate, certainly all will be to match - the reflectors
scratched, the spare | anp unready, the stormpanes in the
storehouse. If a light is not rather nore than middling good, it
will be radically bad. Mediocrity (except in literature) appears

to be unattai nable by man. But of course the unfortunate of St



Andrews was only an amateur, he was not in the Service, he had no
uni form coat, he was (I believe) a plunber by his trade and stood
(in the nedi aeval phrase) quite out of the danger of ny father; but

he had a painful interview for all that, and perspired extremnely.

From St. Andrews, we drove over Magus Miir. My father had

announced we were "to post,"” and the phrase called up in nmy hopeful
m nd visions of top-boots and the pictures in Row andson's DANCE OF
DEATH, but it was only a jingling cab that came to the inn door
such as | had driven in a thousand tinmes at the |ow price of one
shilling on the streets of Edi nburgh. Beyond this disappointnent,

I renenber nothing of that drive. It is a road | have often
travel l ed, and of not one of these journeys do | renmenber any
single trait. The fact has not been suffered to encroach on the
truth of the imagination. | still see Magus Miir two hundred years
ago; a desert place, quite uninclosed; in the mdst, the primate's
carriage fleeing at the gallop; the assassins |oose-reined in
pursuit, Burley Balfour, pistol in hand, anong the first. No scene
of history has ever witten itself so deeply on ny nind; not
because Bal four, that questionable zealot, was an ancestral cousin
of my own; not because of the pleadings of the victimand his
daughter; not even because of the |live bumbee that flew out of
Sharpe's 'bacco-box, thus clearly indicating his conplicity with
Sat an; nor nerely because, as it was after all a crinme of a fine
religious flavour, it figured in Sunday books and afforded a
grateful relief fromM N STERI NG CH LDREN or the MEMJ RS OF MRS
KATHATI NE W NSLOWAE. The figure that always fixed nmy attention is
that of Hackston of Rathillet, sitting in the saddle with his cl oak
about his nmouth, and through all that |ong, bungling, vociferous
hurly-burly, revolving privately a case of conscience. He would
take no hand in the deed, because he had a private spite against
the victim and "that action" nust be sullied with no suggestion of

a worldly notive; on the other hand, "that action,” in itself, was



highly justified, he had cast in his lot with "the actors,” and he
must stay there, inactive but publicly sharing the responsibility.
"You are a gentlenman - you will protect ne!" cried the wounded old
man, crawing towards him "I will never lay a hand on you," said
Hackston, and put his cloak about his mouth. It is an old
tenptation with ne, to pluck away that cloak and see the face - to
open that bosomand to read the heart. Wth inconplete romances
about Hackston, the drawers of ny youth were |unbered. | read him
up in every printed book that |I could lay ny hands on. | even dug
anong the Wodrow nanuscripts, sitting shanme-faced in the very room
where ny hero had been tortured two centuries before, and keenly
conscious of nmy youth in the mdst of other and (as | fondly

t hought) nore gifted students. Al was vain: that he had passed a
ri ot ous nonage, that he was a zealot, that he tw ce displ ayed
(conpared with his grotesque conpani ons) sone tincture of soldierly
resolution and even of mlitary common sense, and that he figured
menorably in the scene on Magus Miir, so nuch and no nore could
make out. But whenever | cast ny eyes backward, it is to see him
like a | andmark on the plains of history, sitting with his cloak
about his mouth, inscrutable. How small a thing creates an
imortality! | do not think he can have been a man entirely
commonpl ace; but had he not thrown his cloak about his mouth, or
had the witnesses forgot to chronicle the action, he would not thus
have haunted the imagi nation of nmy boyhood, and to-day he woul d
scarce delay nme for a paragraph. An incident, at once romantic and
dramatic, which at once awakes the judgment and nakes a picture for
the eye, howlittle do we realise its perdurable power! Perhaps no
one does so but the author, just as none but he appreciates the

i nfluence of jingling words; so that he | ooks on upon life, wth
sonmet hing of a covert smle, seeing people | ed by what they fancy
to be thoughts and what are really the accustomed artifices of his
own trade, or roused by what they take to be principles and are

really picturesque effects. |In a pleasant book about a school -



class club, Colonel Fergusson has recently told a little anecdote.
A " Phil osophi cal Society"” was formed by sone Acadeny boys - anobng
them Col onel Fergusson hinself, Fleem ng Jenkin, and Andrew

W son, the Christian Buddhist and author of THE ABODE OF SNOW

Bef ore these | earned pundits, one nenber laid the foll ow ng

i ngeni ous problem "Wat would be the result of putting a pound of
potassiumin a pot of porter?" "I should think there would be a

nunber of interesting bi-products,” said a smatterer at ny el bow,
but for me the tale itself has a bi-product, and stands as a type
of much that is nost human. For this inquirer who conceived
hinself to burn with a zeal entirely chemical, was really inmmersed
in a design of a quite different nature; unconsciously to his own
recently breeched intelligence, he was engaged in literature.
Putting, pound, potassium pot, porter; initial p, nmediant t - that
was his idea, poor little boy! So with politics and that which
excites men in the present, so with history and that which rouses

themin the past: there lie at the root of what appears, nost

serious unsuspected el enents.

The triple town of Anstruther Wester, Anstruther Easter, and

Cel l ardyke, all three Royal Burghs - or two Royal Burghs and a |ess
di stingui shed suburb, | forget which - lies continuously along the
seasi de, and boasts of either two or three separate parish
churches, and either two or three separate harbours. These
anbiguities are painful; but the fact is (although it argue ne
uncul tured), | ambut poorly posted upon Cellardyke. M business
lay in the two Anstruthers. A tricklet of a streamdivides them
spanned by a bridge; and over the bridge at the tinme of ny

know edge, the cel ebrated Shell House stood outpost on the west.
Thi s had been the residence of an agreeable eccentric; during his
fond tenancy, he had illustrated the outer walls, as high (if I
renenber rightly) as the roof, with el aborate patterns and

pi ctures, and snatches of verse in the vein of EXEG MONUMENTUM



shel I s and pebbles, artfully contrasted and conjoi ned, had been his
medium and | like to think of him standing back upon the bridge,
when all was finished, drinking in the general effect and (like

G bbon) already | amenting his enpl oynment.

The sane bridge saw another sight in the seventeenth century. M.
Thonson, the "curat" of Anstruther Easter, was a man highly

obnoxi ous to the devout: in the first place, because he was a
"curat"; in the second place, because he was a person of irregular
and scandalous life; and in the third place, because he was
general ly suspected of dealings with the Enemy of Man. These three
di squalifications, in the popular literature of the tinme, go hand
in hand; but the end of M. Thonson was a thing quite by itself,
and in the proper phrase, a nmanifest judgnent. He had been at a
friend' s house in Anstruther Wster, where (and el sewhere,

suspect) he had partaken of the bottle; indeed, to put the thing in
our cold nodern way, the reverend gentlenman was on the brink of
DELIRIUM TREMENS. It was a dark night, it seens; a little lassie
came carrying a lantern to fetch the curate home; and away they
went down the street of Anstruther Wester, the lantern swinging a
bit in the child' s hand, the barred lustre tossing up and down

al ong the front of slunbering houses, and M. Thonmson not

al t oget her steady on his legs nor (to all appearance) easy in his
m nd. The pair had reached the niddle of the bridge when (as
conceive the scene) the poor tippler started in sonme basel ess fear
and | ooked behind him the child, already shaken by the ninister's
strange behaviour, started also; in so doing, she would jerk the
lantern; and for the space of a noment the |lights and the shadows
woul d be all confounded. Then it was that to the unhinged toper
and the twittering child, a huge bul k of blackness seened to sweep
down, to pass themclose by as they stood upon the bridge, and to
vani sh on the farther side in the general darkness of the night.

"Plainly the devil come for M. Thonmson!" thought the child. What



M. Thomson thought hinself, we have no ground of know edge; but he
fell upon his knees in the nmdst of the bridge |like a man praying.
On the rest of the journey to the nmanse, history is silent; but
when they came to the door, the poor caitiff, taking the lantern
fromthe child, |ooked upon her with so | ost a countenance that her
little courage died within her, and she fled honme scream ng to her
parents. Not a soul would venture out; all that night, the
mnister dwelt alone with his terrors in the manse; and when the
day dawned, and nmen nade bold to go about the streets, they found

the devil had cone indeed for M. Thonson.

Thi s manse of Anstruther Easter has another and a nmore cheerfu
association. It was early in the norning, about a century before
the days of M. Thonson, that his predecessor was called out of bed
to wel cone a Grandee of Spain, the Duke of Medina Sidonia, just

| anded in the harbour underneath. But sure there was never seen a
nore decayed grandee; sure there was never a duke wel coned from a
stranger place of exile. Half-way between O kney and Shetl and,
there lies a certain isle; on the one hand the Atlantic, on the
other the North Sea, bonmbard its pillared cliffs; sore-eyed, short-
living, inbred fishers and their families herd in its few huts; in
the graveyard pi eces of weck-wood stand for nonunents; there is
nowhere a nore inhospitable spot. BELLE-ISLE-EN-MER - Fair-1sle-
at-Sea - that is a nanme that has always rung in ny nmind s ear |ike
musi c; but the only "Fair Isle” on which | ever set nmy foot, was
this unhonely, rugged turret-top of submarine sierras. Here, when
his ship was broken, my lord Duke joyfully got ashore; here for

I ong nonths he and certain of his men were harboured; and it was
fromthis durance that he |l anded at last to be welconed (as well as
such a papi st deserved, no doubt) by the godly incunbent of
Anstrut her Easter; and after the Fair Isle, what a fine city nust
that have appeared! and after the island diet, what a hospitable

spot the mnister's table! And yet he nust have lived on friendly



terms with his outlandish hosts. For to this day there stil
survives a relic of the long wi nter evenings when the sail ors of
the great Arnmada crouched about the hearths of the Fair-Islanders,
the planks of their own |ost galleon perhaps |lighting up the scene,
and the gale and the surf that beat about the coast contributing
their nelancholy voices. Al the folk of the north isles are great
artificers of knitting: the Fair-Islanders alone dye their fabrics
in the Spanish manner. To this day, gloves and nightcaps,

i nnocently decorated, may be seen for sale in the Shetl and

war ehouse at Edi nburgh, or on the Fair Isle itself in the
catechist's house; and to this day, they tell the story of the Duke

of Medina Sidonia' s adventure.

It would seemas if the Fair Isle had some attraction for "persons
of quality.” Wen |I landed there nyself, an elderly gentlenan,
unshaved, poorly attired, his shoulders wapped in a plaid, was
seen wal king to and fro, with a book in his hand, upon the beach

He paid no heed to our arrival, which we thought a strange thing in
itself; but when one of the officers of the PHARCS, passing
narromy by him observed his book to be a G eek Testanent, our
wonder and interest took a higher flight. The catechist was cross-
exam ned; he said the gentleman had been put across sone tine
before in M. Bruce of Sunburgh's schooner, the only link between
the Fair Isle and the rest of the world; and that he held services
and was doing "good." So nmuch came glibly enough; but when pressed
alittle farther, the catechist displayed enbarrassnent. A

singul ar diffidence appeared upon his face: "They tell ne," said
he, in low tones, "that he's alord." And a lord he was; a peer of
the real m paci ng that inhospitable beach with his G eek Testanent,
and his plaid about his shoul ders, set upon doing good, as he
understood it, worthy man! And his grandson, a good-looking little

boy, much better dressed than the lordly evangelist, and speaking

with a silken English accent very foreign to the scene, acconpanied



me for a while in nmy exploration of the island. | suppose this
little fellowis now my |lord, and wonder how rmuch he renmenbers of
the Fair Isle. Perhaps not nmuch; for he seened to accept very
qui etly his savage situation; and under such guidance, it is |like

that this was not his first nor yet his |ast adventure.

CHAPTER VI - RANDOM MEMORI ES

I'l. - THE EDUCATI ON OF AN ENG NEER

ANSTRUTHER i s a place sacred to the Mise; she inspired (really to a
consi derabl e extent) Tennant's vernacul ar poem ANST' ER FAIR, and
have there waited upon her nyself with nuch devotion. This was
when | canme as a young nman to gl ean engi neering experience fromthe
bui l ding of the breakwater. What | gleaned, | amsure | do not
know, but indeed | had already ny own private determ nation to be
an author; | loved the art of words and the appearances of |ife;
and TRAVELLERS, and HEADERS, and RUBBLE, and POLI SHED ASHLAR, and
Pl ERRES PERDUES, and even the thrilling question of the STRI NG
COURSE, interested ne only (if they interested nme at all) as
properties for sonme possible romance or as words to add to ny
vocabulary. To grow a little catholic is the conpensation of

years; youth is one-eyed; and in those days, though | haunted the
breakwat er by day, and even |oved the place for the sake of the
sunshine, the thrilling seaside air, the wash of waves on the sea-
face, the green glinmer of the divers' helnets far below, and the
nmusi cal chi nking of the masons, ny one genuine preoccupation |ay

el sewhere, and nmy only industry was in the hours when | was not on



duty. | lodged with a certain Bailie Brown, a carpenter by trade;
and there, as soon as dinner was despatched, in a chanber scented
with dry rose-leaves, drewin nmy chair to the table and proceeded
to pour forth literature, at such a speed, and with such
intimations of early death and immortality, as | now | ook back upon
with wonder. Then it was that | wote VOCES FIDELIUM a series of
dramati ¢ nonol ogues in verse; then that | indited the bulk of a
covenanting novel - like so many others, never finished. Late

sat into the night, toiling (as | thought) under the very dart of
death, toiling to leave a nenory behind ne. | feel noved to thrust
aside the curtain of the years, to hail that poor feverish idiot,
to bid himgo to bed and clap VOCES FIDELIUM on the fire before he
goes; so clear does he appear before ne, sitting there between his
candles in the rose-scented roomand the late night; so ridicul ous
a picture (to ny elderly w sdon) does the fool present! But he was
driven to his bed at |ast w thout mracul ous intervention; and the
manner of his driving sets the last touch upon this eminently
yout hf ul busi ness. The weat her was then so warmthat | mnust keep
the wi ndows open; the night w thout was popul ous with noths. As
the | ate darkness deepened, ny literary tapers beaconed forth nore
brightly; thicker and thicker canme the dusty night-fliers, to
gyrate for one brilliant instant round the flane and fall in
agoni es upon ny paper. Flesh and bl ood could not endure the
spectacle; to capture imortality was doubtless a noble enterprise,
but not to capture it at such a cost of suffering; and out would go
the candles, and off would | go to bed in the darkness raging to
think that the blow mght fall on the nmorrow, and there was VOCES
FIDELIUM still inconplete. Well, the noths are - all gone, and
VOCES FI DELI UM along with themy only the fool is still on hand and

practises new follies.

Only one thing in connection with the harbour tenpted ne, and that

was the diving, an experience | burned to taste of. But this was



not to be, at least in Anstruther; and the subject involves a
change of scene to the sub-arctic town of Wck. You can never have
dwelt in a country nore unsightly than that part of Caithness, the
land faintly swelling, faintly falling, not a tree, not a hedgerow,
the fields divided by single slate stones set upon their edge, the
wi nd al ways singing in your ears and (down the long road that |ed
nowhere) thrumming in the telegraph wires. Only as you approached
the coast was there anything to stir the heart. The plateau broke
down to the North Sea in formdable cliffs, the tall out-stacks
rose like pillars ringed about with surf, the coves were over-
brimed with clanmorous froth, the sea-birds screaned, the w nd sang
in the thyme on the cliff's edge; here and there, small ancient
castles toppled on the brim here and there, it was possible to dip
into a dell of shelter, where you nmight lie and tell yourself you
were a little warm and hear (near at hand) the whin-pods bursting
in the afternoon sun, and (farther off) the runour of the turbul ent
sea. As for Wck itself, it is one of the neanest of nman's towns,
and situate certainly on the baldest of God's bays. It lives for
herring, and a strange sight it is to see (of an afternoon) the

hei ghts of Pulteney bl ackened by seaward-1ooking fishers, as when a
city cromds to a review - or, as when bees have swarned, the ground
is horrible with lunps and clusters; and a strange sight, and a
beautiful, to see the fleet put silently out against a rising noon,
the sea-line rough as a wood with sails, and ever and again and one
after another, a boat flitting swiftly by the silver disk. This
mass of fishers, this great fleet of boats, is out of al

proportion to the town itself; and the oars are manned and the nets
haul ed by imm grants fromthe Long Island (as we call the outer
Hebri des), who cone for that season only, and depart again, if "the
t ake" be poor, |eaving debts behind them 1In a bad year, the end
of the herring fishery is therefore an exciting tine; fights are
common, riots often possible; an apple knocked froma child' s hand

was once the signal for sonmething like a war; and even when | was



there, a gunboat lay in the bay to assist the authorities. To
contrary interests, it should be observed, the curse of Babel is
here added; the Lews men are Gaelic speakers. Caithness has
adopt ed English; an odd circunstance, if you reflect that both nust
be largely Norsenmen by descent. | renmenber seeing one of the
strongest instances of this division: a thing |like a Punch-and-
Judy box erected on the flat grave-stones of the churchyard; from
the hutch or proscenium- | know not what to call it - an eldritch-
| ooki ng preacher |aying down the |law in Gaelic about some one of
the nane of POAL, whom | at last divined to be the apostle to the
Gentiles; a large congregation of the Lews nen very devoutly
listening; and on the outskirts of the crowd, sone of the town's
children (to whomthe whole affair was Greek and Hebrew) profanely
playing tigg. The same descent, the same country, the sane narrow
sect of the sane religion, and all these bonds nade very largely

nugatory by an accidental difference of dialect!

Into the bay of Wck stretched the dark |Iength of the unfinished
breakwater, in its cage of open staging; the travellers (like
frames of churches) over-plunbing all; and away at the extrenme end,
the divers toiling unseen on the foundation. On a platform of

| oose planks, the assistants turned their air-mlls; a stone m ght
be swi ngi ng between wi nd and water; underneath the swell ran gaily;
and fromtine to tine, a nailed dragon with a w ndow gl ass snout
came dripping up the ladder. Youth is a blessed season after all
my stay at Wck was in the year of VOCES FI DELI UM and the rose-| eaf
roomat Bailie Brown's; and already | did not care two straws for
literary glory. Posthunous anbition perhaps requires an atnosphere
of roses; and the nore rugged excitant of Wck east w nds had made
anot her boy of me. To go down in the diving-dress, that was ny
absorbing fancy; and with the countenance of a certain handsone

scanp of a diver, Bob Bain by nane, | gratified the whim



It was gray, harsh, easterly weather, the swell ran pretty high
and out in the open there were "skipper's daughters,” when |I found
mysel f at last on the diver's platform twenty pounds of |ead upon
each foot and ny whol e person swollen with ply and ply of woollen
undercl othing. One nmonment, the salt wind was whistling round ny
ni ght - capped head; the next, | was crushed al nost doubl e under the
wei ght of the helmet. As that intolerable burthern was |aid upon
me, | could have found it in my heart (only for shane's sake) to
cry off fromthe whole enterprise. But it was too |late. The
attendants began to turn the hurdy-gurdy, and the air to whistle

t hrough the tube; some one screwed in the barred w ndow of the
vizor; and | was cut off in a nmonent fromny fell ow nen; standing
there in their mdst, but quite divorced fromintercourse: a
creature deaf and dunb, pathetically |ooking forth upon themfrom a
climte of his own. Except that | could nove and feel, | was |ike
a man fallen in a catalepsy. But tinme was scarce given ne to
realise my isolation; the weights were hung upon ny back and

breast, the signal rope was thrust into ny unresisting hand; and

setting a twenty-pound foot upon the |adder, | began ponderously to
descend.
Sone twenty rounds below the platform twilight fell. Looking up

| saw a | ow green heaven nottled with vani shing bells of white;

| ooki ng around, except for the weedy spokes and shafts of the

| adder, nothing but a green gl oanmi ng, somewhat opaque but very
restful and delicious. Thirty rounds |lower, | stepped off on the
Pl ERRES PERDUES of the foundation; a dunb hel neted figure took ne
by the hand, and made a gesture (as | read it) of encouragenent;
and looking in at the creature's window, | beheld the face of Bain.
There we were, hand to hand and (when it pleased us) eye to eye;
and either night have burst hinself with shouting, and not a

whi sper conme to his conpanion's hearing. Each, in his owmn little

world of air, stood i nconmuni cably separate.



Bob had told nme ere this a little tale, a five mnutes' drama at
the bottom of the sea, which at that nonment possibly shot across ny
m nd. He was down with another, settling a stone of the sea-wall.
They had it well adjusted, Bob gave the signal, the scissors were
sli pped, the stone set hone; and it was tine to turn to sonething
el se. But still his conpanion remained bowed over the block like a
mourner on a tonb, or only raised hinself to nmake absurd
contortions and nysterious signs unknown to the vocabul ary of the
diver. There, then, these two stood for awhile, |like the dead and
the living; till there flashed a fortunate thought into Bob's mnd,
and he stooped, peered through the wi ndow of that other world, and
behel d the face of its inhabitant wet with streanming tears. Ah!
the man was in pain! And Bob, glancing downward, saw what was the
trouble: the block had been | owered on the foot of that
unfortunate - he was caught alive at the bottom of the sea under

fifteen tons of rock.

That two men shoul d handl e a stone so heavy, even swinging in the
sci ssors, nmay appear strange to the inexpert. These nust bear in
m nd the great density of the water of the sea, and the surprising
results of transplantation to that medium To understand a little
what these are, and how a man's wei ght, so far from being an
encunbrance, is the very ground of his agility, was the chi ef

| esson of ny submarine experience. The know edge cane upon ne by
degrees. As | began to go forward with the hand of ny estranged
conpanion, a world of tunbled stones was visible, pillared with the
weedy uprights of the staging: overhead, a flat roof of green: a
little in front, the sea-wall, |ike an unfinished ranpart. And
presently in our upward progress, Bob notioned nme to | eap upon a
stone; | |looked to see if he were possibly in earnest, and he only
signed to nme the nore inperiously. Now the block stood six feet

high; it would have been quite a | eap to ne unencunbered; with the



breast and back weights, and the twenty pounds upon each foot, and
the staggering load of the helnmet, the thing was out of reason.

| aughed aloud in ny tonb; and to prove to Bob how far he was
astray, | gave a little inpulse fromny toes. Up | soared like a
bird, nmy conpanion soaring at ny side. As high as to the stone
and then higher, | pursued ny inpotent and enpty flight. Even when
the strong arm of Bob had checked ny shoul ders, ny heels continued
their ascent; so that | blew out sideways |like an autumm |eaf, and
nmust be haul ed in, hand over hand, as sailors haul in the slack of
a sail, and propped upon ny feet again like an intoxicated sparrow
Yet a little higher on the foundation, and we began to be affected
by the bottom of the swell, running there like a strong breeze of
wind. O so | nust suppose; for, safe in ny cushion of air, | was
consci ous of no inpact; only swayed idly |like a weed, and was now
borne hel pl essly abroad, and now swiftly - and yet with dreamli ke
gentl eness - inpelled against ny guide. So does a child's balloon
di vagate upon the currents of the air, and touch, and slide off
again fromevery obstacle. So nust have ineffectually swing, so
resented their inefficiency, those light crowds that followed the
Star of Hades, and uttered exi guous voices in the | and beyond

Cocyt us.

There was somet hing strangely exasperating, as well as strangely
wearying, in these uncommanded evolutions. It is bitter to return
to infancy, to be supported, and directed, and perpetually set upon
your feet, by the hand of sonme one else. The air besides, as it is
supplied to you by the busy mllers on the platform closes the
eust achi an tubes and keeps the neophyte perpetually swall ow ng,

till his throat is grown so dry that he can swallow no | onger. And
for all these reasons-although | had a fine, dizzy, nuddl e-headed
joy in ny surroundings, and longed, and tried, and always fail ed,
to lay hands on the fish that darted here and there about ne, swft

as humming-birds - yet | fancy | was rather relieved than ot herw se



when Bain brought me back to the | adder and signed to ne to nount.
And there was one nore experience before nme even then. O a
sudden, ny ascendi ng head passed into the trough of a swell. Qut
of the green, | shot at once into a glory of rosy, alnobst of
sangui ne light - the multitudi nous seas incarnadi ned, the heaven
above a vault of crimson. And then the glory faded into the hard,
ugly daylight of a Caithness autum, with a | ow sky, a gray sea,

and a whistling w nd.

Bob Bain had five shillings for his trouble, and I had done what |

desired. It was one of the best things | got fromny education as
an engi neer: of which, however, as a way of life, | wish to speak
with synpathy. It takes a man into the open air; it keeps him

hangi ng about harbour-sides, which is the richest formof idling;
it carries himto wild islands; it gives hima taste of the genia
dangers of the sea; it supplies himwith dexterities to exercise
it makes demands upon his ingenuity; it will go far to cure hi m of
any taste (if ever he had one) for the nmiserable Iife of cities.
And when it has done so, it carries himback and shuts himin an
officel Fromthe roaring skerry and the wet thwart of the tossing
boat, he passes to the stool and desk; and with a nmenory full of
shi ps, and seas, and perilous headl ands, and the shining pharos, he
must apply his long-sighted eyes to the petty niceties of draw ng,
or nmeasure his inaccurate mnd with several pages of consecutive
figures. He is a wise youth, to be sure, who can bal ance one part
of genuine life against two parts of drudgery between four walls,

and for the sake of the one, manfully accept the other.

Wck was scarce an eligible place of stay. But how rmuch better it
was to hang in the cold wind upon the pier, to go down with Bob
Bai n among the roots of the staging, to be all day in a boat
coiling a wet rope and shouting orders - not always very w se -

than to be warmand dry, and dull, and dead-alive, in the nost



confortable office. And Wck itself had in those days a note of
originality. It may have still, but | nisdoubt it nuch. The old
m ni ster of Keiss would not preach, in these degenerate tinmes, for
an hour and a half upon the clock. The gipsies nust be gone from
their cavern; where you m ght see, fromthe nouth, the wonen
tending their fire, like Meg Merrilies, and the men sl eeping off
their coarse potations; and where, in winter gales, the surf would
bel eaguer themclosely, bursting in their very door. A traveller
to-day upon the Thurso coach woul d scarce observe a little cloud of
snoke anong the noorlands, and be told, quite openly, it nmarked a
private still. He would not indeed nake that journey, for there is
now no Thurso coach. And even if he could, one little thing that
happened to ne coul d never happen to him or not with the sanme

trenchancy of contrast.

We had been upon the road all evening; the coach-top was crowded
with Lews fishers going honme, scarce anything but Gaelic had
sounded in ny ears; and our way had | ain throughout over a noorish
country very northern to behold. Latish at night, though it was
still broad day in our subarctic latitude, we cane down upon the
shores of the roaring Pentland Firth, that grave of mariners; on
one hand, the cliffs of Dunnet Head ran seaward; in front was the
little bare, white town of Castleton, its streets full of blow ng
sand; not hi ng beyond, but the North Islands, the great deep, and
the perennial ice-fields of the Pole. And here, in the |ast

i magi nabl e pl ace, there sprang up young outl andi sh voices and a
chatter of sone foreign speech; and | saw, pursuing the coach with
its |oad of Hebridean fishers - as they had pursued VETTURINI up
the passes of the Apennines or perhaps along the grotto under
Virgil's tonb - two little dark-eyed, white-toothed Italian
vagabonds, of twelve to fourteen years of age, one with a hurdy-
gurdy, the other with a cage of white nice. The coach passed on

and their snmall Italian chatter died in the distance; and | was



left to marvel how they had wandered into that country, and how
they fared in it, and what they thought of it, and when (if ever)
they shoul d see again the silver w nd-breaks run anong the olives,

and t he stone-pine stand guard upon Etruscan sepul chres.

Upon any Anerican, the strangeness of this incident is sonmewhat
lost. For as far back as he goes in his owm land, he will find
some alien canping there; the Cornish mner, the French or Mexican
hal f-bl ood, the negro in the South, these are deep in the woods and
far among the nountains. But in an old, cold, and rugged country
such as mine, the days of inmmgration are long at an end; and away
up there, which was at that tine far beyond the northernnost
extreme of railways, hard upon the shore of that ill-onened strait
of whirlpools, in a land of mobors where no stranger came, unless it
shoul d be a sportsman to shoot grouse or an antiquary to deci pher
runes, the presence of these small pedestrians struck the mind as

t hough a bird-of -paradi se had risen fromthe heather or an

al batross cone fishing in the bay of Wck. They were as strange to
their surroundings as ny lordly evangelist or the old Spanish

grandee on the Fair Isle.

CHAPTER VI - THE LANTERN- BEARERS

THESE boys congregated every autunmn about a certain easterly
fisher-village, where they tasted in a high degree the glory of
exi stence. The place was created seem ngly on purpose for the

di version of young gentlenen. A street or two of houses, nostly



red and many of, themtiled; a nunber of fine trees clustered about
the manse and the kirkyard, and turning the chief street into a
shady alley; many little gardens nore than usually bright with
flowers; nets a-drying, and fisher-w ves scolding in the backward
parts; a snell of fish, a genial snmell of seaweed; whiffs of

bl owi ng sand at the street-corners; shops with golf-balls and
bottled I ollipops; another shop with penny pickw cks (that

remar kabl e cigar) and the LONDON JOURNAL, dear to nme for its
startling pictures, and a few novels, dear for their suggestive
nanes: such, as well as nenory serves nme, were the ingredients of
the town. These, you are to conceive posted on a spit between two
sandy bays, and sparsely flanked with villas enough for the boys to
lodge in with their subsidiary parents, not enough (not yet enough)
to cocknify the scene: a haven in the rocks in front: in front of
that, a file of gray islets: to the left, endless |inks and sand
wreaths, a wilderness of hiding-holes, alive with popping rabbits
and soaring gulls: to the right, a range of seaward crags, one
rugged brow beyond another; the ruins of a mighty and ancient
fortress on the brink of one; coves between - now charmed into
sunshi ne quiet, now whistling with wind and cl anorous with bursting
surges; the dens and sheltered holl ows redol ent of thyne and

sout hernwood, the air at the cliff's edge brisk and clean and
pungent of the sea - in front of all, the Bass Rock, tilted seaward
like a doubtful bather, the surf ringing it with white, the sol an-
geese hanging round its summit like a great and glittering snoke.
This choi ce piece of seaboard was sacred, besides, to the w ecker;
and the Bass, in the eye of fancy, still flew the colours of King
James; and in the ear of fancy the arches of Tantallon still rang

wi th horse-shoe iron, and echoed to the commands of Bell-the-Cat.

There was nothing to mar your days, if you were a boy summering in
that part, but the enbarrassnent of pleasure. You might golf if

you wanted; but | seemto have been better enployed. You night



secrete yourself in the Lady's Wal k, a certain sunless dingle of

el ders, all nobssed over by the danp as green as grass, and dotted
here and there by the streamside with roofless walls, the cold
homes of anchorites. To fit thenmselves for life, and with a
special eye to acquire the art of snoking, it was even comon for
the boys to harbour there; and you might have seen a single penny
pi ckwi ck, honestly shared in lengths with a blunt knife, bestrew
the glen with these apprentices. Again, you mght join our fishing
parties, where we sat perched as thick as sol an-geese, a covey of
little anglers, boy and girl, angling over each other's heads, to
the to the nuch entangl enent of |ines and | oss of podl eys and
consequent shrill recrimnation - shrill as the geese thensel ves.

I ndeed, had that been all, you m ght have done this often; but
though fishing be a fine pastinme, the podley is scarce to be
regarded as a dainty for the table; and it was a point of honour
that a boy should eat all that he had taken. O again, you mnight
climb the Law, where the whal e's jawbone stood | andmark in the
buzzing wi nd, and behold the face of many counties, and the snoke
and spires of nmany towns, and the sails of distant ships. You

m ght bathe, nowin the flaws of fine weather, that we pathetically
call our sumer, nowin a gale of wind, with the sand scourging
your bare hide, your clothes thrashing abroad fromunderneath their
guardi an stone, the froth of the great breakers casting you

headl ong ere it had drowned your knees. O you might explore the
tidal rocks, above all in the ebb of springs, when the very roots
of the hills were for the nonce discovered; follow ng nmy | eader
fromone group to another, groping in slippery tangle for the weck
of ships, wading in pools after the abomi nable creatures of the
sea, and ever with an eye cast backward on the march off the tide
and the nenaced line of your retreat. And then you night go
Crusoeing, a word that covers all extenpore eating in the open air:
di ggi ng perhaps a house under the margin of the links, kindling a

fire of the sea-ware, and cooking apples there - if they were truly



appl es, for | sometinmes suppose the nmerchant nmust have pl ayed us
off with some inferior and quite local fruit capable of resolving,

i n the nei ghbourhood of fire, into nere sand and snoke and i odi ne;
or perhaps pushing to Tantallon, you might [unch on sandw ches and
visions in the grassy court, while the wind humred in the crunbling
turrets; or clanbering along the coast, eat geans (the worst, |

must suppose, in Christendom) from an adventurous gean tree that
had taken root under a cliff, where it was shaken with an ague of
east wind, and silvered after gales with salt, and grew so foreign
anong its bleak surroundings that to eat of its produce was an

adventure in itself.

There are mngled some dismal nmenories with so many that were
joyous. O the fisher-wife, for instance, who had cut her throat
at Canty Bay; and of how |l ran with the other children to the top
of the Quadrant, and beheld a posse of silent people escorting a
cart, and on the cart, bound in a chair, her throat bandaged, and
the bandage all bloody - horror! - the fisher-wi fe herself, who
continued thenceforth to hag-ride ny thoughts, and even to-day (as
I recall the scene) darkens daylight. She was lodged in the little
old jail in the chief street; but whether or no she died there,
with a wise terror of the worst, | never inquired. She had been
tippling; it was but a dingy tragedy; and it seens strange and hard
that, after all these years, the poor crazy sinner should be stil
pilloried on her cart in the scrap-book of ny nenory. Nor shall
readily forget a certain house in the Quadrant where a visitor

died, and a dark old woman continued to dwell alone with the dead
body; nor how this old woman conceived a hatred to nyself and one
of nmy cousins, and in the dread hour of the dusk, as we were

cl anbering on the garden-walls, opened a window in that house of
mortality and cursed us in a shrill voice and with a marrowy choice
of language. It was a pair of very colourless urchins that fled

down the lane fromthis renmarkable experience! But | recall with a



nmore doubt ful sentinment, conpounded out of fear and exultation, the
coil of equinoctial tenpests; trunpeting squalls, scouring flaws of
rain; the boats with their reefed lugsails scudding for the harbour
mout h, where danger lay, for it was hard to nmake when the w nd had

any east in it; the wives clustered with bl owi ng shaw s at the

pi er-head, where (if fate was against then) they night see boat and
husband and sons - their whole wealth and their whole fanly -

engul fed under their eyes; and (what | saw but once) a troop of

nei ghbours forcing such an unfortunate honeward, and she squalling

and battling in their mdst, a figure scarcely human, a tragic

Maenad.

These are things that | recall with interest; but what ny nenory
dwel I s upon the nost, | have been all this while withholding. It
was a sport peculiar to the place, and indeed to a week or so of
our two nonths' holiday there. Mybe it still flourishes inits
native spot; for boys and their pastines are swayed by periodic
forces inscrutable to man; so that tops and narbl es reappear in
their due season, regular like the sun and noon; and the harnless
art of knuckl ebones has seen the fall of the Roman enpire and the
rise of the United States. It may still flourish in its native
spot, but nowhere else, | am persuaded; for | tried myself to
introduce it on Tweedside, and was defeated |anentably; its charm

being quite local, like a country wi ne that cannot be exported.

The idle manner of it was this:-

Toward the end of Septenber, when school-tinme was drawi ng near and
the nights were already black, we would begin to sally from our-
respective villas, each equipped with a tin bull's-eye |lantern

The thing was so well known that it had worn a rut in the commerce
of Great Britain; and the grocers, about the due tinme, began to

garnish their windows with our particular brand of lumnary. W



wore them buckled to the wai st upon a cricket belt, and over them
such was the rigour of the game, a buttoned top-coat. They snelled
noi sonely of blistered tin; they never burned aright, though they
woul d al ways burn our fingers; their use was naught; the pleasure
of themnerely fanciful; and yet a boy with a bull's-eye under his
top-coat asked for nothing nore. The fishernen used | anterns about
their boats, and it was fromthem | suppose, that we had got the
hint; but theirs were not bull's-eyes, nor did we ever play at
being fishernen. The police carried themat their belts, and we
had plainly copied themin that; yet we did not pretend to be
policenen. Burglars, indeed, we nmay have had sone haunting
thoughts of; and we had certainly an eye to past ages when | anterns
were nmore common, and to certain story-books in which we had found
themto figure very largely. But take it for all in all, the

pl easure of the thing was substantive; and to be a boy with a

bulI's-eye under his top-coat was good enough for us.

When two of these asses net, there would be an anxi ous "Have you
got your lantern?" and a gratified "Yes!" That was the shi bbol et h,
and very needful too; for, as it was the rule to keep our glory
cont ai ned, none could recognise a |antern-bearer, unless (like the
pol ecat) by the snell. Four or five would sonetinmes clinb into the
belly of a ten-nman lugger, with nothing but the thwarts above them
- for the cabin was usually | ocked, or choose out some holl ow of
the links where the wind m ght whistle overhead. There the coats
woul d be unbuttoned and the bull's-eyes discovered; and in the
chequering glimrer, under the huge wi ndy hall of the night, and
cheered by a rich steamof toasting tinware, these fortunate young
gentl enen woul d crouch together in the cold sand of the Iinks or on
the scaly bilges of the fishing-boat, and delight thenselves wth

i nappropriate talk. We is ne that | nmay not give some specinens -
some of their foresights of |ife, or deep inquiries into the

rudi nents of man and nature, these were so fiery and so innocent,



they were so richly silly, so romantically young. But the talk, at
any rate, was but a condinent; and these gatherings thenselves only
accidents in the career of the lantern-bearer. The essence of this
bliss was to wal k by yourself in the black night; the slide shut,
the top-coat buttoned; not a ray escapi ng, whether to conduct your
footsteps or to nake your glory public: a nmere pillar of darkness
in the dark; and all the while, deep down in the privacy of your
fool's heart, to know you had a bull's-eye at your belt, and to

exult and sing over the know edge.

It is said that a poet has died young in the breast of the nost
stolid. It may be contended, rather, that this (sonewhat m nor)
bard in al nost every case survives, and is the spice of life to his
possessor. Justice is not done to the versatility and the

unpl unbed chil di shness of man's inmagination. H s life fromwthout
may seem but a rude nound of nud; there will be some gol den chanber
at the heart of it, in which he dwells delighted; and for as dark
as his pathway seens to the observer, he will have sone kind of a

bull's-eye at his belt.

It would be hard to pick out a career nore cheerless than that of
Dancer, the miser, as he figures in the "Od Bailey Reports," a
prey to the nost sordid persecutions, the butt of his

nei ghbour hood, betrayed by his hired nman, his house bel eaguered by
t he inpish school boy, and he hinmself grinding and funming and
impotently fleeing to the | aw agai nst these pin-pricks. You marve
at first that any one should willingly prolong a life so destitute
of charmand dignity; and then you call to nmenory that had he

chosen, had he ceased to be a m ser, he could have been freed at



once fromthese trials, and mght have built hinself a castle and
gone escorted by a squadron. For the |ove of nore recondite joys,
whi ch we cannot estimate, which, it nmay be, we should envy, the man
had willingly forgone both confort and consideration. "H s nmind to
hi m a ki ngdom was"; and sure enough, digging into that nind, which
seens at first a dust-heap, we unearth some priceless jewels. For
Dancer nmust have had the | ove of power and the disdain of using it,
a nobl e character in itself; disdain of many pleasures, a chief

part of what is commonly called w sdom disdain of the inevitable
end, that finest trait of mankind; scorn of nmen's opinions, another
el ement of virtue; and at the back of all, a conscience just |ike
yours and mine, whining like a cur, swindling like a thinble-
rigger, but still pointing (there or there-about) to sone
conventional standard. Here were a cabinet portrait to which

Hawt hor ne per haps had done justice; and yet not Hawt horne either
for he was mldly mnded, and it lay not in himto create for us
that throb of the miser's pulse, his fretful energy of gusto, his
vast arns of anbition clutching in he knows not what: insatiable,
insane, a god with a nmuck-rake. Thus, at least, looking in the
bosom of the miser, consideration detects the poet in the full tide
of life, with nore, indeed, of the poetic fire than usually goes to
epi ¢cs; and tracing that mean man about his cold hearth, and to and
fro in his disconfortable house, spies within hima blazing bonfire
of delight. And so with others, who do not |ive by bread al one,

but by sone cherished and perhaps fantastic pleasure; who are neat
sal esmen to the external eye, and possibly to thenselves are
Shakespeares, Napol eons, or Beethovens; who have not one virtue to
rub against another in the field of active life, and yet perhaps,
inthe life of contenplation, sit with the saints. W see themon
the street, and we can count their buttons; but heaven knows in
what they pride thensel ves! heaven knows where they have set their

treasure!



There is one fable that touches very near the quick of life: the
fabl e of the nonk who passed into the woods, heard a bird break
into song, hearkened for a trill or two, and found hinmself on his
return a stranger at his convent gates; for he had been absent
fifty years, and of all his conrades there survived but one to
recognise him It is not only in the woods that this enchanter
carols, though perhaps he is native there. He sings in the nost

dol eful places. The miser hears himand chuckles, and the days are
monents. Wth no nore apparatus than an ill-snelling |antern

have evoked himon the naked links. Al life that is not nerely
mechani cal is spun out of two strands: seeking for that bird and
hearing him And it is just this that makes life so hard to val ue,
and the delight of each so incomunicable. And just a know edge of
this, and a remenbrance of those fortunate hours in which the bird
has sung to us, that fills us with such wonder when we turn the
pages of the realist. There, to be sure, we find a picture of life
in so far as it consists of nud and of old iron, cheap desires and
cheap fears, that which we are ashaned to remenber and that which
we are careless whether we forget; but of the note of that tine-

devouring ni ghtingal e we hear no news.

The case of these writers of romance is nost obscure. They have
been boys and youths; they have lingered outside the w ndow of the
bel oved, who was then nost probably witing to sone one el se; they
have sat before a sheet of paper, and felt thenselves nere
continents of congested poetry, not one |line of which would flow,
they have wal ked al one in the woods, they have wal ked in cities
under the countless | anps; they have been to sea, they have hated,
they have feared, they have longed to knife a man, and naybe done
it; the wild taste of life has stung their palate. O, if you deny
themall the rest, one pleasure at |east they have tasted to the
full - their books are there to prove it - the keen pleasure of

successful literary conposition. And yet they fill the globe with



vol umes, whose cl everness inspires nme with despairing admration
and whose consistent falsity to all | care to call existence, with
despairing wath. If |I had no better hope than to continue to
revol ve anong the dreary and petty busi nesses, and to be noved by
the paltry hopes and fears w th which they surround and ani mate
their heroes, | declare | would die now. But there has never an
hour of mine gone quite so dully yet; if it were spent waiting at a
railway junction, | would have sone scattering thoughts, | could
count somne grains of nmenory, conpared to which the whole of one of

t hese romances seens but dross.

These writers would retort (if | take themproperly) that this was
very true; that it was the sane with thensel ves and ot her persons
of (what they call) the artistic tenperanent; that in this we were
exceptional, and should apparently be ashaned of ourselves; but
that our works nust deal exclusively with (what they call) the
average man, who was a prodigious dull fellow, and quite dead to
all but the paltriest considerations. | accept the issue. W can
only know ot hers by ourselves. The artistic tenperament (a pl ague
on the expression!) does not nmake us different fromour fell owren,
or it would nake us incapable of witing novels; and the average
man (a nurrain on the word!) is just like you and me, or he would
not be average. It was Wi tnman who stanped a kind of Birnm ngham
sacredness upon the latter phrase; but Witnman knew very well, and
showed very nobly, that the average man was full of joys and ful

of a poetry of his own. And this harping on life's dul ness and
man' s neanness is a |loud profession of inconpetence; it is one of
two things: the cry of the blind eye, | CANNOT SEE, or the

compl aint of the dunb tongue, | CANNOT UTTER To draw a life

wi thout delights is to prove | have not realised it. To picture a
man wi t hout some sort of poetry - well, it goes near to prove ny
case, for it shows an author may have little enough. To see Dancer

only as a dirty, old, small-mnded, inpotently fumng nman, in a



dirty house, besieged by Harrow boys, and probably beset by snall
attorneys, is to show nyself as keen an observer as . . . the
Harrow boys. But these young gentlenen (with a nore becom ng
nodesty) were content to pluck Dancer by the coat-tails; they did
not suppose they had surprised his secret or could put himliving
in a book: and it is there ny error would have lain. O say that
in the same ronance - | continue to call these books romances, in
the hope of giving pain - say that in the same romance, which now
begins really to take shape, | should | eave to speak of Dancer, and
follow instead the Harrow boys; and say that | canme on sonme such
busi ness as that of ny lantern-bearers on the |inks; and described
the boys as very cold, spat upon by flurries of rain, and drearily
surrounded, all of which they were; and their talk as silly and

i ndecent, which it certainly was. | might upon these |lines, and
had | Zola's genius, turn out, in a page or so, a gemof literary
art, render the lantern-light with the touches of a nmaster, and |ay
on the indecency with the ungrudgi ng hand of |ove; and when all was
done, what a triunph would ny picture be of shall owness and

dul ness! how it would have m ssed the point! how it would have
belied the boys! To the ear of the stenographer, the talk is
merely silly and indecent; but ask the boys thensel ves, and they
are discussing (as it is highly proper they should) the
possibilities of existence. To the eye of the observer they are
wet and cold and drearily surrounded; but ask thensel ves, and they

are in the heaven of a recondite pleasure, the ground of which is

an ill-snmelling lantern.

111

For, to repeat, the ground of a man's joy is often hard to hit. It
may hinge at tines upon a nere accessory, like the lantern; it may

reside, like Dancer's, in the nysterious inwards of psychology. It



may consist with perpetual failure, and find exercise in the
continued chase. It has so little bond with externals (such as the
observer scribbles in his note-book) that it may even touch them
not; and the man's true life, for which he consents to live, lie
altogether in the field of fancy. The clergyman, in his spare

hours, may be wi nning battles, the farnmer sailing ships, the banker

reaping triunph in the arts: all |eading another life, plying
anot her trade fromthat they chose; |ike the poet's housebuil der,
who, after all, is cased in stone,

"By his fireside, as inpotent fancy pronpts.

Rebuilds it to his liking."

In such a case the poetry runs underground. The observer (poor
soul, with his docunents!) is all abroad. For to |look at the man
is but to court deception. W shall see the trunk fromwhich he
draws hi s nourishment; but he hinmself is above and abroad in the
green done of foliage, hunmed through by wi nds and nested in by
ni ghtingales. And the true realismwere that of the poets, to
climb up after himlike a squirrel, and catch sone glinpse of the

heaven for which he |ives.

And, the true realism always and everywhere, is that of the poets:
to find out where joy resides, and give it a voice far beyond

si ngi ng.

For to miss the joy istomss all. 1In the joy of the actors lies
the sense of any action. That is the explanation, that the excuse.
To one who has not the secret of the |anterns, the scene upon the
links is nmeaningless. And hence the haunting and truly spectra
unreality of realistic books. Hence, when we read the English
realists, the incredul ous wonder with which we observe the hero's

constancy under the submerging tide of dul ness, and how he bears up



with his jibbing sweetheart, and endures the chatter of idiot

girls, and stands by his whole unfeatured w | derness of an

exi stence, instead of seeking relief in drink or foreign travel
Hence in the French, in that neat-narket of m ddl e-aged sensuality,
the di sgusted surprise with which we see the hero drift sidel ong,
and practically quite untenpted, into every description of

ni sconduct and di shonour. In each, we niss the personal poetry,
the enchanted atnosphere, that rai nbow work of fancy that clothes
what is naked and seenms to ennoble what is base; in each, life
falls dead |ike dough, instead of soaring away like a balloon into
the colours of the sunset; each is true, each inconceivable; for no
man lives in the external truth, anong salts and acids, but in the
war m phant asmagori ¢ chanmber of his brain, with the pai nted w ndows

and the storied walls.

O this falsity we have had a recent exanple froma man who knows
far better - Tolstoi's PONERS OF DARKNESS. Here is a piece full of
force and truth, yet quite untrue. For before Mkita was led into
so dire a situation he was tenpted, and tenptations are beautiful
at least in part; and a work which dwells on the ugliness of crine
and gives no hint of any loveliness in the tenptation, sins against
the nodesty of life, and even when a Tolstoi wites it, sinks to
mel odranma. The peasants are not understood; they saw their life in
fairer colours; even the deaf girl was clothed in poetry for

M kita, or he had never fallen. And so, once again, even an Ad
Bai | ey nel odrama, without sone brightness of poetry and lustre of

exi stence, falls into the inconceivable and ranks with fairy tales.

In nobl er books we are noved with sonething |ike the enotions of



life; and this enotion is very variously provoked. W are so noved
when Levine labours in the field, when Andre sinks beyond enoti on,
when Richard Feverel and Lucy Desborough neet beside the river

when Antony, "not cowardly, puts off his helnet," when Kent has
infinite pity on the dying Lear, when, in Dostoieffky' s DESPI SED
AND REJECTED, the unconpl aining hero drains his cup of suffering
and virtue. These are notes that please the great heart of nan.

Not only love, and the fields, and the bright face of danger, but
sacrifice and death and unnerited suffering hunbly supported, touch
in us the vein of the poetic. W love to think of them we long to

try them we are hunbly hopeful that we may prove heroes al so.

We have heard, perhaps, too rmuch of lesser matters. Here is the

door, here is the open air. |TUR IN ANTI QUAM S| LVAM

CHAPTER VI11 - A CHAPTER ON DREAMS

THE past is all of one texture - whether feigned or suffered -

whet her acted out in three dinensions, or only witnessed in that
smal |l theatre of the brain which we keep brightly lighted all night
long, after the jets are down, and darkness and sl eep reign

undi sturbed in the remainder of the body. There is no distinction
on the face of our experiences; one is vivid indeed, and one dull
and one pl easant, and anot her agonising to renmenber; but which of
themis what we call true, and which a dream there is not one hair
to prove. The past stands on a precarious footing; another straw
split in the field of netaphysic, and behold us robbed of it.

There is scarce a fanmily that can count four generations but |ays a
claimto some dormant title or sonme castle and estate: a claimnot

prosecutable in any court of law, but flattering to the fancy and a



great alleviation of idle hours. A nman's claimto his own past is
yet less valid. A paper might turn up (in proper story-book
fashion) in the secret drawer of an old ebony secretary, and
restore your family to its ancient honours, and reinstate nine in a
certain West Indian islet (not far fromSt. Kitt's, as bel oved
tradition humred in my young ears) which was once ours, and i s now
unjustly sonme one else's, and for that matter (in the state of the
sugar trade) is not worth anything to anybody. | do not say that
these revolutions are likely; only no man can deny that they are
possi bl e; and the past, on the other baud, is, lost for ever: our
ol d days and deeds, our old selves, too, and the very world in

whi ch these scenes were acted, all brought down to the sane faint
residuumas a last night's dream to some incontinuous inmages, and
an echo in the chanbers of the brain. Not an hour, not a nood, not
a gl ance of the eye, can we revoke; it is all gone, past conjuring.
And yet conceive us robbed of it, conceive that little thread of
menory that we trail behind us broken at the pocket's edge; and in
what naked nullity should we be left! for we only guide oursel ves,

and only know oursel ves, by these air-painted pictures of the past.

Upon these grounds, there are sonme anong us who claimto have lived
I onger and nore richly than their neighbours; when they |ay asleep
they claimthey were still active; and anbng the treasures of
menory that all nmen review for their anusenment, these count in no
second place the harvests of their dreanms. There is one of this
kind whom | have in ny eye, and whose case is perhaps unusua

enough to be described. He was froma child an ardent and
unconfortabl e dreamer. When he had a touch of fever at night, and
the room swel |l ed and shrank, and his clothes, hanging on a nail,
now | ooned up instant to the bigness of a church, and now drew away
into a horror of infinite distance and infinite littleness, the
poor soul was very well aware of what nust follow and struggled

hard agai nst the approaches of that slunber which was the begi nning



of sorrows.

But his struggles were in vain; sooner or later the night-hag would
have him by the throat, and pluck himstrangling and screani ng,
fromhis sleep. H's dreanms were at times comonpl ace enough, at
tinmes very strange, at tinmes they were alnost formess: he would
be haunted, for instance, by nothing nore definite than a certain
hue of brown, which he did not mind in the [east while he was
awake, but feared and | oat hed while he was dreamning; at tines,
again, they took on every detail of circunstance, as when once he
supposed he nust swallow t he popul ous worl d, and awoke screan ng
with the horror of the thought. The two chief troubles of his very
narrow exi stence - the practical and everyday trouble of schoo
tasks and the ultimate and airy one of hell and judgnment - were

of ten confounded together into one appalling nightmare. He seened
to hinself to stand before the Great White Throne; he was called
on, poor little devil, to recite sone formof words, on which his
destiny depended; his tongue stuck, his nenory was bl ank, hel

gaped for him and he would awake, clinging to the curtain-rod with

his knees to his chin.

These were extrenely poor experiences, on the whole; and at that
time of life ny dreamer would have very willingly parted with his
power of dreams. But presently, in the course of his growth, the
cries and physical contortions passed away, seemingly for ever; his
visions were still for the nobst part mserable, but they were nore
constantly supported; and he woul d awake with no nore extrene
symptomthan a flying heart, a freezing scalp, cold sweats, and the
speechl ess mdnight fear. H's dreans, too, as befitted a m nd
better stocked with particulars, became nore circunstantial, and
had nore the air and continuity of life. The |ook of the world
beginning to take hold on his attention, scenery canme to play a

part in his sleeping as well as in his waking thoughts, so that he



woul d take | ong, uneventful journeys and see strange towns and
beautiful places as he lay in bed. And, what is nore significant,
an odd taste that he had for the Georgian costume and for stories
laid in that period of English history, began to rule the features
of his dreans; so that he masqueraded there in a three-cornered hat
and was nmuch engaged with Jacobite conspiracy between the hour for
bed and that for breakfast. About the sane tine, he began to read
in his dreans - tales, for the nost part, and for the nost part
after the manner of G P. R James, but so incredibly nore vivid
and novi ng than any printed book, that he has ever since been

mal content with literature.

And then, while he was yet a student, there canme to hima dream
adventure which he has no anxiety to repeat; he began, that is to
say, to dreamin sequence and thus to |ead a double life - one of
the day, one of the night - one that he had every reason to believe
was the true one, another that he had no means of proving to be
false. | should have said he studied, or was by way of studyi ng,

at Edi nburgh Coll ege, which (it may be supposed) was how | cane to
know him Well, in his dreamlife, he passed a long day in the
surgical theatre, his heart in his nouth, his teeth on edge, seeing
nonstrous mal formati ons and the abhorred dexterity of surgeons. In
a heavy, rainy, foggy evening he cane forth into the South Bridge,
turned up the High Street, and entered the door of a tall LAND, at
the top of which he supposed hinself to |lodge. Al night long, in
his wet clothes, he clinbed the stairs, stair after stair in

endl ess series, and at every second flight a flaring lanp with a
reflector. Al night |long, he brushed by single persons passing
downward - beggarly wonen of the street, great, weary, nuddy

| abourers, poor scarecrows of nen, pale parodies of wonen - but all
drowsy and weary like hinself, and all single, and all brushing
agai nst himas they passed. |In the end, out of a northern w ndow,

he woul d see day beginning to whiten over the Firth, give up the



ascent, turn to descend, and in a breath be back again upon the
streets, in his wet clothes, in the wet, haggard dawn, trudging to
anot her day of nonstrosities and operations. Tine went quicker in
the life of dreans, sonme seven hours (as near as he can guess) to
one; and it went, besides, nore intensely, so that the gl oom of
these fanci ed experiences clouded the day, and he had not shaken
off their shadow ere it was tine to lie down and to renew them |
cannot tell howlong it was that he endured this discipline; but it
was | ong enough to | eave a great black blot upon his nenory, |ong
enough to send him trenbling for his reason, to the doors of a
certain doctor; whereupon with a sinple draught he was restored to

the conmmon | ot of man.

The poor gentl eman has since been troubled by nothing of the sort;
i ndeed, his nights were for sone while |ike other nen's, now bl ank
now chequered with dreans, and these sonetines charm ng, sonetines

appal li ng, but except for an occasional vividness, of no

extraordinary kind. | will just note one of these occasions, ere
pass on to what makes nmy dreamer truly interesting. It seened to
himthat he was in the first floor of a rough hill-farm The room

showed sone poor efforts at gentility, a carpet on the floor, a

pi ano, | think, against the wall; but, for all these refinenents,
there was no mi staking he was in a noorland place, anong hill side
people, and set in nmiles of heather. He |ooked down fromthe

wi ndow upon a bare farnmyard, that seened to have been | ong di sused
A great, uneasy stillness lay upon the world. There was no sign of
the farmfolk or of any |live stock, save for an old, brown, curly
dog of the retriever breed, who sat close in against the wall of
the house and seenmed to be dozing. Something about this dog

di squieted the dreaner; it was quite a naneless feeling, for the
beast | ooked right enough - indeed, he was so old and dull and
dusty and broken-down, that he should rather have awakened pity;

and yet the conviction cane and grew upon the dreaner that this was



no proper dog at all, but sonething hellish. A great nmany dozing
sumrer flies humred about the yard; and presently the dog thrust
forth his paw, caught a fly in his open palm carried it to his
mouth |ike an ape, and | ooking suddenly up at the dreaner in the
wi ndow, wi nked to himw th one eye. The dreamwent on, it matters
not howit went; it was a good dream as dreans go; but there was
nothing in the sequel worthy of that devilish brown dog. And the
point of interest for me lies partly in that very fact: that
havi ng found so singular an incident, ny inperfect dreamer should
prove unable to carry the tale to a fit end and fall back on

i ndescri babl e noi ses and indiscrimnate horrors. |t would be

di fferent now, he knows his busi ness better

For, to approach at last the point: This honest fellow had | ong
been in the customof setting hinself to sleep with tales, and so
had his father before him but these were irresponsible inventions,
told for the teller's pleasure, with no eye to the crass public or
the thwart reviewer: tales where a thread m ght be dropped, or one
adventure quitted for another, on fancy's |east suggestion. So
that the little people who manage nman's internal theatre had not as
yet received a very rigorous training; and played upon their stage
Iike children who should have slipped into the house and found it
enpty, rather than like drilled actors performng a set piece to a
huge hall of faces. But presently ny dreamer began to turn his
former anusenment of story-telling to (what is called) account; by
which | nean that he began to wite and sell his tales. Here was
he, and here were the little people who did that part of his

busi ness, in quite new conditions. The stories nmust now be trimed
and pared and set upon all fours, they nmust run froma beginning to
an end and fit (after a manner) with the laws of life; the

pl easure, in one word, had becone a business; and that not only for
the dreaner, but for the little people of his theatre. These

under stood the change as well as he. When he |lay down to prepare



hinsel f for sleep, he no | onger sought armusenent, but printable and
profitable tales; and after he had dozed off in his box-seat, his
little people continued their evolutions with the sanme nmercantile
designs. Al other forns of dream deserted himbut two: he stil
occasionally reads the nost delightful books, he still visits at
times the nost delightful places; and it is perhaps worthy of note
that to these sane places, and to one in particular, he returns at
interval s of nmonths and years, finding new field-paths, visiting
new nei ghbours, behol ding that happy valley under new effects of
noon and dawn and sunset. But all the rest of the famly of
visions is quite lost to him the conmon, mangl ed version of
yesterday's affairs, the raw head-and-bl oody-bones ni ght mare,
rumoured to be the child of toasted cheese - these and their |ike
are gone; and, for the nost part, whether awake or asleep, he is
simply occupied - he or his little people - in consciously nmaking
stories for the market. This dreaner (like many ot her persons) has
encountered sone trifling vicissitudes of fortune. Wen the bank
begins to send letters and the butcher to linger at the back gate,
he sets to belabouring his brains after a story, for that is his
readi est noney-wi nner; and, behold! at once the little people begin
to bestir thenselves in the same quest, and |abour all night |ong,
and all night long set before himtruncheons of tales upon their
lighted theatre. No fear of his being frightened now, the flying
heart and the frozen scalp are things by-gone; appl ause, grow ng
appl ause, growing interest, growing exultation in his own
cleverness (for he takes all the credit), and at |ast a jubilant

| eap to wakeful ness, with the cry, "I have it, that'll do!" upon
his lips: wth such and sinmilar enotions he sits at these
nocturnal dramas, with such outbreaks, like Caudius in the play,
he scatters the performance in the mdst. O ten enough the waking
is a disappointnent: he has been too deep asleep, as | explain the
thing; drowsiness has gained his little people, they have gone

stunbl i ng and maundering through their parts; and the play, to the



awakened mind, is seen to be a tissue of absurdities. And yet how
of ten have these sl eepless Browni es done hi mhonest service, and
given him as he sat idly taking his pleasure in the boxes, better

tal es than he could fashion for hinself.

Here is one, exactly as it came to him It seened he was the son
of a very rich and w cked nman, the owner of broad acres and a nost
damabl e tenper. The dreaner (and that was the son) had lived nuch
abroad, on purpose to avoid his parent; and when at |ength he
returned to England, it was to find himmarried again to a young

wi fe, who was supposed to suffer cruelly and to | oathe her yoke.
Because of this marriage (as the dreamer indistinctly understood)
it was desirable for father and son to have a neeting; and yet both
bei ng proud and both angry, neither would condescend upon a visit.
Meet they did accordingly, in a desolate, sandy country by the sea;
and there they quarrelled, and the son, stung by sonme intol erable
insult, struck down the father dead. No suspicion was aroused; the
dead man was found and buried, and the dreaner succeeded to the
broad estates, and found hinself installed under the sane roof with
his father's w dow, for whom no provision had been nade. These two
lived very nmuch al one, as people nay after a bereavenent, sat down
to table together, shared the | ong evenings, and grew daily better
friends; until it seened to himof a sudden that she was prying
about dangerous matters, that she had conceived a notion of his
guilt, that she watched himand tried himw th questions. He drew
back from her company as nen draw back from a precipice suddenly

di scovered; and yet so strong was the attraction that he woul d
drift again and again into the old intimcy, and again and agai n be
startl ed back by sone suggestive question or sone inexplicable
meaning in her eye. So they lived at cross purposes, a life ful

of broken dial ogue, challenging gl ances, and suppressed passion
until, one day, he saw the woman slipping fromthe house in a veil,

followed her to the station, followed her in the train to the



seasi de country, and out over the sandhills to the very place where
the murder was done. There she began to grope anong the bents, he
wat chi ng her, flat upon his face; and presently she had sonething
in her hand - | cannot renenber what it was, but it was deadly

evi dence against the dreamer - and as she held it up to look at it,
perhaps fromthe shock of the discovery, her foot slipped, and she
hung at sone peril on the brink of the tall sand-weaths. He had
no thought but to spring up and rescue her; and there they stood
face to face, she with that deadly matter openly in her hand - his
very presence on the spot another link of proof. It was plain she
was about to speak, but this was nore than he could bear - he could
bear to be lost, but not to talk of it with his destroyer; and he
cut her short with trivial conversation. Armin arm they returned
together to the train, talking he knew not what, nade the journey
back in the same carriage, sat down to dinner, and passed the
evening in the drawing-roomas in the past. But suspense and fear
drummed in the dreaner's bosom "She has not denounced ne yet" -
so his thoughts ran - "when will she denounce nme? WII it be to-
morrow?" And it was not to-norrow, nor the next day, nor the next;
and their life settled back on the old terns, only that she seened
ki nder than before, and that, as for him the burthen of his
suspense and wonder grew daily nore unbearable, so that he wasted
away like a man with a di sease. Once, indeed, he broke all bounds
of decency, seized an occasi on when she was abroad, ransacked her
room and at |ast, hidden away anong her jewels, found the daming
evi dence. There he stood, holding this thing, which was his life,
in the hollow of his hand, and marvelling at her inconsequent

behavi our, that she should seek, and keep, and yet not use it; and
then the door opened, and behold herself. So, once nore, they
stood, eye to eye, with the evidence between them and once nore
she raised to hima face brinmring with some conmuni cation; and once
nmore he shied away from speech and cut her off. But before he left

the room which he had turned upside down, he |laid back his death-



warrant where he had found it; and at that, her face |ighted up

The next thing he heard, she was explaining to her maid, with some
i ngeni ous fal sehood, the disorder of her things. Flesh and bl ood
could bear the strain no longer; and | think it was the next
nmor ni ng (though chronol ogy is always hazy in the theatre of the

m nd) that he burst fromhis reserve. They had been breakfasting
together in one corner of a great, parqueted, sparely-furnished
room of many w ndows; all the tinme of the nmeal she had tortured him
with sly allusions; and no sooner were the servants gone, and these
two protagonists alone together, than he leaped to his feet. She
too sprang up, with a pale face; with a pale face, she heard him as
he raved out his conplaint: Wy did she torture himso? she knew
all, she knew he was no eneny to her; why did she not denounce him
at once? what signified her whol e behaviour? why did she torture

hi n? and yet again, why did she torture hin? And when he had done,
she fell upon her knees, and with outstretched hands: "Do you not

under stand?" she cried. "I love you!"

Her eupon, with a pang of wonder and nercantil e delight, the dreamer
awoke. His nercantile delight was not of |ong endurance; for it
soon becane plain that in this spirited tale there were
unmar ket abl e el enments; which is just the reason why you have it
here so briefly told. But his wonder has still kept grow ng; and
think the reader's will also, if he consider it ripely. For now he
sees why | speak of the little people as of substantive inventors
and performers. To the end they had kept their secret. | wll go
bail for the dreaner (having excellent grounds for valuing his
candour) that he had no guess whatever at the notive of the woman -
the hinge of the whole well-invented plot - until the instant of
that highly dramatic declaration. It was not his tale; it was the
little people's! And observe: not only was the secret kept, the
story was told with really guileful craftsmanship. The conduct of

both actors is (in the cant phrase) psychol ogically correct, and



the enotion aptly graduated up to the surprising climax. | am

awake now, and | know this trade; and yet | cannot better it. | am
awake, and | live by this business; and yet | could not outdo -
could not perhaps equal - that crafty artifice (as of sone old,

experienced carpenter of plays, some Dennery or Sardou) by which
the sane situation is twice presented and the two actors tw ce
brought face to face over the evidence, only once it is in her
hand, once in his - and these in their due order, the |east
dramatic first. The nore | think of it, the nore | amnoved to
press upon the world nmy question: Who are the Little People? They
are near connections of the dreaner's, beyond doubt; they share in
his financial worries and have an eye to the bank-book; they share
plainly in his training; they have plainly learned like himto
build the scheme of a considerate story and to arrange enotion in
progressive order; only | think they have nore talent; and one
thing is beyond doubt, they can tell hima story piece by piece,
like a serial, and keep himall the while in ignorance of where

they aim \Wo are they, then? and who is the dreaner?

Well, as regards the dreamer, | can answer that, for he is no |ess
a person than nyself; - as | might have told you fromthe

begi nning, only that the critics nurnur over my consistent egotism
- and as | ampositively forced to tell you now, or | could advance
but little farther with nmy story. And for the Little People, what
shall | say they are but just ny Brownies, God bless them who do
one-half ny work for nme while | amfast asleep, and in all hunman

l'i keli hood, do the rest for nme as well, when | am w de awake and
fondly suppose | do it for nyself. That part which is done while
am sl eeping is the Browni es' part beyond contention; but that which
is done when | amup and about is by no neans necessarily nine,
since all goes to show the Brownies have a hand in it even then
Here is a doubt that nuch concerns my conscience. For nyself -

what | call |, ny conscious ego, the denizen of the pineal gland



unl ess he has changed his residence since Descartes, the nan with
the conscience and the variabl e bank-account, the man with the hat
and the boots, and the privilege of voting and not carrying his
candi date at the general elections - | amsonetines tenpted to
suppose he is no story-teller at all, but a creature as matter of
fact as any cheesenonger or any cheese, and a realist bemred up to
the ears in actuality; so that, by that account, the whole of ny
published fiction should be the single-handed product of sone
Browni e, some Faniliar, sone unseen coll aborator, whom | keep

| ocked in a back garret, while | get all the praise and he but a
share (which | cannot prevent himgetting) of the pudding. | am an
excel l ent adviser, sonmething like Mliere' s servant; | pull back
and | cut down; and | dress the whole in the best words and
sentences that | can find and nake; | hold the pen, too; and | do
the sitting at the table, which is about the worst of it; and when
all is done, | nmake up the manuscript and pay for the registration
so that, on the whole, | have sone claimto share, though not so

largely as | do, in the profits of our conmon enterprise

I can but give an instance or so of what part is done sleeping and
what part awake, and | eave the reader to share what laurels there
are, at his own nod, between nyself and ny collaborators; and to do

this I will first take a book that a nunber of persons have been

polite enough to read, the STRANGE CASE OF DR JEKYLL AND MR HYDE
I had |l ong been trying to wite a story on this subject, to find a
body, a vehicle, for that strong sense of man's doubl e bei ng which
nmust at times come in upon and overwhelmthe nind of every thinking
creature. | had even witten one, THE TRAVELLI NG COVWAN ON, whi ch
was returned by an editor on the plea that it was a work of genius
and i ndecent, and which | burned the other day on the ground that
it was not a work of genius, and that JEKYLL had supplanted it.
Then cane one of those financial fluctuations to which (with an

el egant nodesty) | have hitherto referred in the third person. For



two days | went about racking my brains for a plot of any sort; and
on the second night | dreaned the scene at the w ndow, and a scene
afterward split in two, in which Hyde, pursued for sone crine, took
t he powder and underwent the change in the presence of his
pursuers. Al the rest was nade awake, and consciously, although I
think I can trace in nuch of it the manner of my Brownies. The
meani ng of the tale is therefore mne, and had | ong pre-existed in
my garden of Adonis, and tried one body after another in vain;

i ndeed, | do nost of the norality, worse luck! and ny Brownies have
not a rudiment of what we call a conscience. Mne, too, is the
setting, mne the characters. Al that was given nme was the matter
of three scenes, and the central idea of a voluntary change
beconming involuntary. WIIl it be thought ungenerous, after | have
been so liberally ladling out praise to ny unseen collaborators, if
| here toss them over, bound hand and foot, into the arena of the

critics? For the business of the powders, which so many have

censured, is, | amrelieved to say, not mne at all but the
Brownies'. O another tale, in case the reader should have gl anced
at it, | my say a word: the not very defensible story of OLALLA

Here the court, the nother, the mother's niche, OQalla, Qalla's
chanmber, the neetings on the stair, the broken w ndow, the ugly
scene of the bite, were all given nme in bulk and detail as | have
tried to wite them to this | added only the external scenery (for
in my dream| never was beyond the court), the portrait, the
characters of Felipe and the priest, the noral, such as it is, and
the | ast pages, such as, alas! they are. And | may even say that
inthis case the noral itself was given ne; for it arose

i medi ately on a conparison of the nother and the daughter, and
fromthe hideous trick of atavismin the first. Sonetines a
parabolic sense is still nore undeniably present in a dream
sonetines | cannot but suppose ny Browni es have been api ng Bunyan
and yet in no case with what would possibly be called a noral in a

tract; never with the ethical narrowness; conveying hints instead



of life's larger linmtations and that sort of sense which we seem

to perceive in the arabesque of tinme and space.

For the nost part, it will be seen, ny Brownies are sonmewhat
fantastic, like their stories hot and hot, full of passion and the
pi cturesque, alive with animating incident; and they have no
prejudi ce agai nst the supernatural. But the other day they gave ne
a surprise, entertaining ne with a |ove-story, a little Apri

comedy, which | ought certainly to hand over to the author of A
CHANCE ACQUAI NTANCE, for he could wite it as it should be witten,
and | amsure (although | nean to try) that | cannot. - But who
woul d have supposed that a Brownie of mine should invent a tale for

M. Howel | s?

CHAPTER | X - BEGGARS

IN a pleasant, airy, up-hill country, it was nmy fortune when | was
young to make the acquai ntance of a certain beggar. | call him
beggar, though he usually allowed his coat and his shoes (which
wer e open-nout hed, indeed) to beg for him He was the weck of an
athletic man, tall, gaunt, and bronzed; far gone in consunption,
with that disquieting smle of the nortally stricken on his face;
but still active afoot, still with the brisk mlitary carriage, the
ready military salute. Three ways |led through this piece of
country; and as | was inconstant in my choice, | believe he nust
often have awaited ne in vain. But often enough, he caught ne;

of ten enough, from sonme place of anbush by the roadsi de, he woul d
spring suddenly forth in the regulation attitude, and | aunching at
once into his inconsequential talk, fall into step with ne upon ny

farther course. "A fine norning, sir, though perhaps a trifle



inclining to rain. | hope | see you well, sir. Wy, no, sir, |
don't feel as hearty nyself as | could w sh, but | am keepi ng about
my ordinary. | ampleased to neet you on the road, sir. | assure
you | quite look forward to one of our little conversations." He

| oved the sound of his own voice inordinately, and though (with
sonmet hing too off-hand to call servility) he would al ways hasten to
agree with anything you said, yet he could never suffer you to say
it to an end. By what transition he slid to his favourite subject
| have no nenory; but we had never been |ong together on the way
before he was dealing, in a very nmlitary manner, with the English
poets. "Shelley was a fine poet, sir, though a trifle atheistica
in his opinions. His Queen Mab, sir, is quite an atheistical work.
Scott, sir, is not so poetical a witer. Wth the works of
Shakespeare | am not so well acquainted, but he was a fine poet.
Keats - John Keats, sir - he was a very fine poet." Wth such
references, such trivial criticism such |oving parade of his own
know edge, he would beguile the road, striding forward uphill, his
staff now clapped to the ribs of his deep, resonant chest, now
swinging in the air with the remenbered jauntiness of the private
soldier; and all the while his toes | ooking out of his boots, and
his shirt |ooking out of his el bows, and death | ooking out of his

smle, and his big, crazy frame shaken by accesses of cough

He woul d often go the whole way hone with ne: often to borrow a
book, and that book always a poet. Of he would march, to continue
hi s nendi cant rounds, with the volune slipped into the pocket of
his ragged coat; and although he would sonetinmes keep it quite a
while, yet it cane always back again at |ast, not nuch the worse
for its travels into beggardom And in this way, doubtless, his
know edge grew and his glib, randomcriticismtook a w der range.
But ny library was not the first he had drawn upon: at our first
encounter, he was already brinful of Shelley and the atheistica

Queen Mab, and "Keats - John Keats, sir." And | have often



wonder ed how he came by these acquirenents; just as | often
wondered how he fell to be a beggar. He had served through the
Mutiny - of which (like so many people) he could tell practically
not hi ng beyond the nanes of places, and that it was "difficult

work, sir," and very hot, or that so-and-so was "a very fine

conmmander, sir. He was far too smart a man to have remai ned a
private; in the nature of things, he nmust have won his stripes.
And yet here he was w thout a pension. Wen | touched on this

problem he would content hinself with diffidently offering nme

advice. "A man should be very careful when he is young, sir. |If
you'll excuse nme saying so, a spirited young gentleman |ike
yoursel f, sir, should be very careful. | was perhaps a trifle
inclined to atheistical opinions nyself." For (perhaps with a

deeper wi sdomthan we are inclined in these days to adnit) he

pl ai nly bracketed agnosticismw th beer and skittles.

Keats - John Keats, sir - and Shelley were his favourite bards.
cannot remenber if | tried himwith Rossetti; but | know his taste
to a hair, and if ever | did, he nust have doted on that author
What took himwas a richness in the speech; he |oved the exotic,

t he unexpected word; the nmoving cadence of a phrase; a vague sense
of enotion (about nothing) in the very letters of the al phabet:
the ronmance of |anguage. Hi s honest head was very nearly enpty,
his intellect like a child' s; and when he read his favourite

aut hors, he can al nost never have understood what he was reading.
Yet the taste was not only genuine, it was exclusive; | tried in
vain to offer himnovels; he would none of them he cared for
not hi ng but romantic | anguage that he could not understand. The
case nmay be commoner than we suppose. | amreninded of a |ad who
was laid in the next cot to a friend of mine in a public hospita
and who was no sooner installed than he sent out (perhaps with his
| ast pence) for a cheap Shakespeare. M friend pricked up his

ears; fell at once in talk with his new nei ghbour, and was ready,



when the book arrived, to make a singular discovery. For this

| over of great literature understood not one sentence out of

twel ve, and his favourite part was that of which he understood the
least - the inimtable, mouth-filling rodonontade of the ghost in
HAMLET. It was a bright day in hospital when ny friend expounded
the sense of this beloved jargon: a task for which | amwlling to
believe ny friend was very fit, though I can never regard it as an
easy one. | know indeed a point or two, on which | would gladly
question M. Shakespeare, that |over of big words, could he revisit
the glinpses of the moon, or could | nyself clinb backward to the
spaci ous days of Elizabeth. But in the second case, | should nost
likely pretermt these questionings, and take ny place instead in
the pit at the Blackfriars, to hear the actor in his favourite
part, playing up to M. Burbage, and rolling out - as | seemto

hear him- with a ponderous gusto-

"Unhousel ' d, di sappoi nted, unanel'd."

What a pl easant chance, if we could go there in a party | and what
a surprise for M. Burbage, when the ghost received the honours of

t he eveni ng!

As for ny old soldier, like M. Burbage and M. Shakespeare, he is

| ong since dead; and now lies buried, | suppose, and nanel ess and
quite forgotten, in sone poor city graveyard. - But not for me, you
brave heart, have you been buried! For nme, you are still afoot,

tasting the sun and air, and striding southward. By the groves of
Coni ston and beside the Hermitage of Braid, by the Hunters' Tryst,
and where the curlews and plovers cry around Fairm | ehead, | see

and hear you, stalwartly carrying your deadly sickness, cheerfully

di scoursi ng of unconprehended poets.



The thought of the old soldier recalls that of another tranp, his
counterpart. This was a little, lean, and fiery man, with the eyes
of a dog and the face of a gipsy; whom| found one norni ng encanped
with his wife and children and his grinder's wheel, beside the burn
of Kinnaird. To this beloved dell | went, at that tine, daily; and
daily the knife-grinder and | (for as long as his tent continued

pl easantly to interrupt my little wlderness) sat on two stones,
and snoked, and plucked grass, and talked to the tune of the brown
water. His children were nere whel ps, they fought and bit anong
the fern like vermn. Hs wife was a nmere squaw, | saw her gather
brush and tend the kettle, but she never ventured to address her
lord while | was present. The tent was a nmere gi psy hovel, like a
sty for pigs. But the grinder hinself had the fine self-
sufficiency and grave politeness of the hunter and the savage; he
did ne the honours of this dell, which had been m ne but the day
before, took me far into the secrets of his life, and used ne (I am

proud to renenber) as a friend.

Li ke ny old soldier, he was far gone in the national conplaint.
Unlike him he had a vulgar taste in letters; scarce flying higher
than the story papers; probably finding no difference, certainly
seeki ng none, between Tannahill and Burns; his nobl est thoughts,
whet her of poetry or nusic, adequately enbodied in that sonewhat

obvi ous ditty,

"WIIl ye gang, |assie, gang

To the braes o' Bal quidder."

- which is indeed apt to echo in the ears of Scottish children, and
to him in view of his experience, nust have found a specia

directness of address. But if he had no fine sense of poetry in



letters, he felt with a deep joy the poetry of life. You should
have heard hi m speak of what he |oved; of the tent pitched beside
the talking water; of the stars overhead at night; of the blest
return of norning, the peep of day over the noors, the awaking

bi rds anong the birches; how he abhorred the long winter shut in
cities; and with what delight, at the return of the spring, he once
nore pitched his canp in the living out-of-doors. But we were a
pair of tranps; and to you, who are doubtl ess sedentary and a
consistent first-class passenger in life, he would scarce have laid
hi nsel f so open; - to you, he m ght have been content to tell his
story of a ghost - that of a buccaneer with his pistols as he lived
- whom he had once encountered in a seaside cave near Buckie; and
that woul d have been enough, for that would have shown you the
mettle of the man. Here was a piece of experience solidly and
livingly built up in words, here was a story created, TERES ATQUE

ROTUNDUS

And to think of the old soldier, that |over of the literary bards
He had visited stranger spots than any seasi de cave; encountered
men nore terrible than any spirit; done and dared and suffered in
that incredible, unsung epic of the Miutiny War; played his part
with the field force of Del hi, bel eaguering and bel eaguered; shared
in that enduring, savage anger and contenpt of death and decency
that, for long nonths together, bedevil'd and inspired the arny;
was hurled to and fro in the battl e-snoke of the assault; was
there, perhaps, where Nicholson fell; was there when the attacking
columm, with hell upon every side, found the soldier's eneny -
strong drink, and the lives of tens of thousands trenbled in the
scale, and the fate of the flag of England staggered. And of al

this he had no nore to say than "hot work, sir," or "the arny

suffered a great deal, sir,” or "I believe General WIson, sir, was
not very highly thought of in the papers." His life was naught to

him the vivid pages of experience quite blank: in words his



pl easure lay - nel odious, agitated words - printed words, about

that which he had never seen and was connatal ly incapabl e of
conprehendi ng. W have here two tenperanents face to face; both
unt rai ned, unsophisticated, surprised (we may say) in the egg; both
boldly charactered: - that of the artist, the lIover and artificer
of words; that of the naker, the seeer, the |over and forger of
experience. |If the one had a daughter and the other had a son, and
these married, mght not sone illustrious witer count descent from

t he beggar-sol dier and the needy knife-grinder?

Every one lives by selling something, whatever be his right to it.
The burglar sells at the sane tine his own skill and courage and ny
silver plate (the whole at the nost noderate figure) to a Jew
receiver. The bandit sells the traveller an article of prine
necessity: that traveller's life. And as for the old soldier, who
stands for central mark to ny capricious figures of eight, he dealt
in a specially; for he was the only beggar in the world who ever
gave nme pleasure for ny noney. He had |earned a school of manners
in the barracks and had the sense to cling to it, accosting
strangers with a reginmental freedom thanking patrons with a nerely
regi nental difference, sparing you at once the tragedy of his
position and the enbarrassnent of yours. There was not one hint
about himof the beggar's enphasis, the outburst of revolting
gratitude, the rant and cant, the "God bl ess you, Kind, Kind

gentl eman,"” which insults the snmallness of your alns by

di sproportionate vehenmence, which is so notably fal se, which would
be so unbearable if it were true. | amsonetines tenpted to
suppose this reading of the beggar's part, a survival of the old

days when Shakespeare was intoned upon the stage and nourners



keened beside the death-bed; to think that we cannot now accept
these strong enotions unless they be uttered in the just note of
life; nor (save in the pulpit) endure these gross conventions.

They wound us, | amtenpted to say, |ike nockery; the high voice of
keening (as it yet lingers on) strikes in the face of sorrow like a
buffet; and the rant and cant of the stal ed beggar stirs in us a
shudder of disgust. But the fact disproves these amateur opinions.
The beggar lives by his know edge of the average man. He knows
what he is about when he bandages his head, and hires and drugs a
babe, and poisons life with POOR MARY ANN or LONG LONG AGO, he
knows what he is about when he loads the critical ear and sickens
the nice conscience with intol erabl e thanks; they know what they
are about, he and his crew, when they pervade the sluns of cities,
ghastly parodi es of suffering, hateful parodies of gratitude. This
trade can scarce be called an inposition; it has been so bl own upon
with exposures; it flaunts its fraudul ence so nakedly. W pay them
as we pay those who show us, in huge exaggeration, the nonsters of
our drinking-water; or those who daily predict the fall of Britain.
We pay themfor the pain they inflict, pay them and w nce, and
hurry on. And truly there is nothing that can shake the conscience
i ke a beggar's thanks; and that polity in which such protestations

can be purchased for a shilling, seens no scene for an honest nan.

Are there, then, we nmay be asked, no genui ne beggars? And the
answer is, Not one. M old soldier was a hunbug like the rest; his
ragged boots were, in the stage phrase, properties; whole boots
were given himagain and again, and always gladly accepted; and the
next day, there he was on the road as usual, wth toes exposed.

H s boots were his method; they were the man's trade; without his
boots he woul d have starved; he did not live by charity, but by
appealing to a gross taste in the public, which loves the |inelight
on the actor's face, and the toes out of the beggar's boots. There

is a true poverty, which no one sees: a false and nerely mnetic



poverty, which usurps its place and dress, and |ives and above al
drinks, on the fruits of the usurpation. The true poverty does not
go into the streets; the banker may rest assured, he has never put
a penny in its hand. The self-respecting poor beg from each other;
never fromthe rich. To live in the frock-coated ranks of life, to
hear canting scenes of gratitude rehearsed for twopence, a nan

m ght suppose that giving was a thing gone out of fashion; yet it
goes forward on a scale so great as to fill me with surprise. In
the houses of the working class, all day long there will be a foot
upon the stair; all day long there will be a knocking at the doors;
beggars cone, beggars go, without stint, hardly with intermn ssion
fromnmorning till night; and neanwhile, in the same city and but a
few streets off, the castles of the rich stand unsummoned. Get the
tale of any honest tranp, you will find it was always the poor who
hel ped him get the truth from any workman who has net m sfortunes,
it was al ways next door that he would go for help, or only with
such exceptions as are said to prove a rule; look at the course of
the m netic beggar, it is through the poor quarters that he trails
hi s passage, show ng his bandages to every wi ndow, piercing even to
the attics with his nasal song. Here is a renmarkable state of
things in our Christian comonweal ths, that the poor only should be

asked to give.

There is a pleasant tale of some worthl ess, phrasing Frenchman, who
was taxed with ingratitude: "IL FAUT SAVO R GARDER L' | NDEPENDANCE
DU COEUR, " cried he. | own | feel with him Gatitude without
famlarity, gratitude otherwi se than as a naneless element in a
friendship, is a thing so near to hatred that I do not care to
split the difference. Until | find a nan who is pleased to receive

obligations, | shall continue to question the tact of those who are



eager to confer them What an art it is, to give, even to our
nearest friends! and what a test of manners, to receive! How, upon
either side, we snuggle away the obligation, blushing for each
other; how bluff and dull we make the giver; how hasty, how falsely
cheerful, the receiver! And yet an act of such difficulty and

di stress between near friends, it is supposed we can performto a
total stranger and | eave the man transfixed with grateful enotions.
The last thing you can do to a man is to burthen himw th an
obligation, and it is what we propose to begin with! But let us
not be deceived: wunless he is totally degraded to his trade, anger

jars in his inside, and he grates his teeth at our gratuity.

We should wi pe two words from our vocabulary: gratitude and
charity. 1In real life, help is given out of friendship, or it is
not valued; it is received fromthe hand of friendship, or it is
resented. We are all too proud to take a naked gift: we nust seem
to pay it, if in nothing else, then with the delights of our
society. Here, then, is the pitiful fix of the rich man; here is
that needle's eye in which he stuck already in the days of Christ,
and still sticks to-day, firmer, if possible, than ever: that he
has the noney and | acks the | ove which should nake hi s noney
acceptable. Here and now, just as of old in Palestine, he has the
rich to dinner, it is with the rich that he takes his pl easure:

and when his turn cones to be charitable, he looks in vain for a
recipient. Hs friends are not poor, they do not want; the poor
are not his friends, they will not take. To whomis he to give?
Where to find - note this phase - the Deserving Poor? Charity is
(what they call) centralised; offices are hired; societies founded,
with secretaries paid or unpaid: the hunt of the Deserving Poor
goes nerrily forward. | think it will take nore than a nerely
human secretary to disinter that character. What! a class that is
to be in want fromno fault of its own, and yet greedily eager to

receive fromstrangers; and to be quite respectable, and at the



same time quite devoid of self-respect; and play the nost delicate
part of friendship, and yet never be seen; and wear the form of
man, and yet fly in the face of all the laws of human nature: -
and all this, in the hope of getting a belly-god Burgess through a
needle's eyel O let himstick, by all nmeans: and let his polity
tunble in the dust; and let his epitaph and all his literature (of
whi ch nmy own works begin to formno inconsiderable part) be
abol i shed even fromthe history of man! For a fool of this
monstrosity of dul ness, there can be no salvation: and the foo
who | ooked for the elixir of life was an angel of reason to the

fool who | ooks for the Deserving Poor

And yet there is one course which the unfortunate gentl eman nay
take. He may subscribe to pay the taxes. There were the true
charity, inpartial and inpersonal, cunbering none with obligation
hel ping all. There were a destination for loveless gifts; there
were the way to reach the pocket of the deserving poor, and yet
save the tinme of secretaries! But, alas! there is no col our of
ronmance in such a course; and peopl e nowhere denand the picturesque

so much as in their virtues.

CHAPTER X - LETTER TO A YOUNG GENTLEMAN VWHO PROPOSES TO EMBRACE THE

CAREER OF ART

W TH t he agreeabl e frankness of youth, you address nme on a point of

some practical inportance to yourself and (it is even conceivable)



of some gravity to the world: Should you or should you not becone
an artist? 1t is one which you nust decide entirely for yourself;
all that | can do is to bring under your notice sonme of the
materials of that decision; and | will begin, as | shall probably

concl ude al so, by assuring you that all depends on the vocation

To know what you like is the beginning of wisdomand of old age.
Youth is wholly experinental. The essence and charm of that
unqui et and delightful epoch is ignorance of self as well as

i gnorance of life. These two unknowns the young man brings
together again and again, nowin the airiest touch, nowwth a
bitter hug; now with exquisite pleasure, now with cutting pain; but
never with indifference, to which he is a total stranger, and never
with that near kinsman of indifference, contentnent. |f he be a
youth of dainty senses or a brain easily heated, the interest of
this series of experinents grows upon himout of all proportion to
the pleasure he receives. 1t is not beauty that he |oves, nor

pl easure that he seeks, though he may think so; his design and his
sufficient reward is to verify his own existence and taste the
variety of human fate. To him before the razor-edge of curiosity
is dulled, all that is not actual living and the hot chase of
experience wears a face of a disgusting dryness difficult to recal
in later days; or if there be any exception - and here destiny
steps in - it is in those nonents when, wearied or surfeited of the
primary activity of the senses, he calls up before nenory the inmage
of transacted pains and pleasures. Thus it is that such an one
shies fromall cut-and-dry professions, and inclines insensibly
toward that career of art which consists only in the tasting and

recordi ng of experience.

This, which is not so nmuch a vocation for art as an inpatience of
all other honest trades, frequently exists alone; and so existing,

it will pass gently away in the course of years. Enphatically, it



is not to be regarded; it is not a vocation, but a tenptation; and
when your father the other day so fiercely and (in nmy view) so
properly discouraged your anmbition, he was recalling not inprobably
some simlar passage in his own experience. For the tenptation is
per haps nearly as conmon as the vocation is rare. But again we
have vocations which are inperfect; we have nen whose mnds are
bound up, not so nuch in any art, as in the general ARS ARTI UM and
comon base of all creative work; who will now dip into painting,
and now study counterpoint, and anon will be inditing a sonnet:

all these with equal interest, all often with genuine know edge.
And of this tenper, when it stands alone, |I find it difficult to
speak; but | should counsel such an one to take to letters, for in
literature (which drags with so wide a net) all his information may
be found sonme day useful, and if he should go on as he has begun
and turn at last into the critic, he will have learned to use the
necessary tools. Lastly we come to those vocations which are at
once decisive and precise; to the men who are born with the | ove of
pi gnents, the passion of drawing, the gift of nusic, or the inpul se
to create with words, just as other and perhaps the sane nen are
born with the love of hunting, or the sea, or horses, or the
turning-lathe. These are predestined; if a man |ove the |abour of
any trade, apart from any question of success or fane, the gods
have called him He may have the general vocation too: he may
have a taste for all the arts, and | think he often has; but the
mark of his calling is this |aborious partiality for one, this

i nextingui shable zest in its technical successes, and (perhaps
above all) a certain candour of mind to take his very trifling
enterprise with a gravity that would befit the cares of enpire, and
to think the small est inprovenent worth acconplishing at any
expense of tinme and industry. The book, the statue, the sonata,
must be gone upon with the unreasoning good faith and the
unflagging spirit of children at their play. IS IT WORTH DA NG? -

when it shall have occurred to any artist to ask hinself that



question, it is inplicitly answered in the negative. 1t does not
occur to the child as he plays at being a pirate on the dining-room
sofa, nor to the hunter as he pursues his quarry; and the candour

of the one and the ardour of the other should be united in the

bosom of the artist.

If you recognise in yourself sone such decisive taste, there is no
roomfor hesitation: follow your bent. And observe (lest |I should
too much di scourage you) that the disposition does not usually burn
so brightly at the first, or rather not so constantly. Habit and
practice sharpen gifts; the necessity of toil grows |ess

di sgusting, grows even welconme, in the course of years; a snall
taste (if it be only genuine) waxes with indul gence into an

excl usi ve passion. Enough, just now, if you can | ook back over a
fair interval, and see that your chosen art has a little nore than
held its own anong the thronging interests of youth. Tinme will do
the rest, if devotion help it; and soon your every thought wll be

engrossed in that bel oved occupation

But even with devotion, you may renind ne, even with unfaltering
and delighted industry, many thousand artists spend their lives, if
the result be regarded, utterly in vain: a thousand artists, and
never one work of art. But the vast mass of mankind are incapable
of doing anything reasonably well, art anong the rest. The

worthl ess artist would not inprobably have been a quite inconpetent
baker. And the artist, even if he does not anuse the public,
anuses hinself; so that there will always be one man the happier
for his vigils. This is the practical side of art: its

i nexpugnabl e fortress for the true practitioner. The direct
returns - the wages of the trade are small, but the indirect - the
wages of the life - are incalculably great. No other business
offers a man his daily bread upon such joyful terms. The soldier

and the expl orer have nonents of a worthier excitenment, but they



are purchased by cruel hardshi ps and periods of tediumthat beggar
| anguage. In the life of the artist there need be no hour w thout
its pleasure. | take the author, with whose career | am best
acquainted; and it is true he works in a rebellious material, and
that the act of witing is cranped and trying both to the eyes and
the tenper; but remark himin his study, when nmatter crowds upon
hi mand words are not wanting - in what a continual series of small
successes tine flows by; with what a sense of power as of one
nmovi ng nountai ns, he marshals his petty characters; wth what

pl easures, both of the ear and eye, he sees his airy structure
growi ng on the page; and how he | abours in a craft to which the
whol e naterial of his life is tributary, and which opens a door to
all his tastes, his loves, his hatreds, and his convictions, so
that what he wites is only what he longed to utter. He may have
enjoyed many things in this big, tragic playground of the world;

but what shall he have enjoyed nore fully than a norning of

successful work? Suppose it ill paid: the wonder is it should be
paid at all. Oher nen pay, and pay dearly, for pleasures |ess
desi rabl e.

Nor will the practice of art afford you pleasure only; it affords
besides an admirable training. For the artist works entirely upon
honour. The public knows little or nothing of those nerits in the
quest of which you are condemmed to spend the bul k of your
endeavours. Merits of design, the nerit of first-hand energy, the
merit of a certain cheap acconplishment which a man of the artistic
tenper easily acquires - these they can recogni se, and these they
value. But to those nore exquisite refinenents of proficiency and
finish, which the artist so ardently desires and so keenly feels,
for which (in the vigorous words of Bal zac) he nust toil "like a

mner buried in a landslip,” for which, day after day, he recasts
and revises and rejects - the gross mass of the public nust be ever

blind. To those |ost pains, suppose you attain the highest pitch



of merit, posterity may possibly do justice; suppose, as is so
probable, you fall by even a hair's breadth of the highest, rest
certain they shall never be observed. Under the shadow of this
cold thought, alone in his studio, the artist nust preserve from
day to day his constancy to the ideal. It is this which nmakes his
life noble; it is by this that the practice of his craft
strengthens and matures his character; it is for this that even the
serious countenance of the great enperor was turned approvingly (if
only for a nonent) on the followers of Apollo, and that sternly

gentl e voice bade the artist cherish his art.

And here there fall two warnings to be made. First, if you are to
continue to be a law to yourself, you nust beware of the first
signs of laziness. This idealismin honesty can only be supported
by perpetual effort; the standard is easily | owered, the artist who
says "IT WLL DO " is on the dowward path; three or four pot-
boilers are enough at tines (above all at wong tines) to falsify a
talent, and by the practice of journalisma man runs the risk of
becom ng wedded to cheap finish. This is the danger on the one
side; there is not |ess upon the other. The consci ousness of how
much the artist is (and nmust be) a law to hinself, debauches the
smal | heads. Perceiving recondite nerits very hard to attain,
maki ng or swallowing artistic fornulae, or perhaps falling in | ove
with some particular proficiency of his own, nany artists forget
the end of all art: to please. It is doubtless tenpting to

excl ai m agai nst the ignorant bourgeois; yet it should not be
forgotten, it is he who is to pay us, and that (surely on the face
of it) for services that he shall desire to have perfornmed. Here
al so, if properly considered, there is a question of transcendental
honesty. To give the public what they do not want, and yet expect
to be supported: we have there a strange pretension, and yet not
uncommon, above all with painters. The first duty in this world is

for a man to pay his way; when that is quite acconplished, he may



pl unge into what eccentricity he |ikes; but enphatically not till
then. Till then, he nust pay assiduous court to the bourgeois who
carries the purse. And if in the course of these capitul ations he
shall falsify his talent, it can never have been a strong one, and
he will have preserved a better thing than talent - character. O
if he be of a mind so independent that he cannot stoop to this
necessity, one course is yet open: he can desist fromart, and

foll ow some nore manly way of life.

| speak of a nore manly way of life, it is a point on which I nust
be frank. To live by a pleasure is not a high calling; it involves
pat ronage, however veiled; it nunbers the artist, however
anbitious, along with dancing girls and billiard markers. The
French have a romantic evasion for one enploynent, and call its
practitioners the Daughters of Joy. The artist is of the same
famly, he is of the Sons of Joy, chose his trade to please
hinsel f, gains his livelihood by pleasing others, and has parted
with sonmething of the sterner dignity of man. Journals but a
little while ago decl ai nred agai nst the Tennyson peerage; and this
Son of Joy was bl aned for condescensi on when he foll owed the
exanpl e of Lord Lawence and Lord Cairns and Lord Cyde. The poet
was nmore happily inspired; with a better nodesty he accepted the
honour; and anonynous journalists have not yet (if | amto believe
then) recovered the vicarious disgrace to their profession. Wen
it comes to their turn, these gentlenen can do thensel ves nore
justice; and | shall be glad to think of it; for to ny barbarian
eyesi ght, even Lord Tennyson | ooks somewhat out of place in that
assenbly. There should be no honours for the artist; he has
already, in the practice of his art, nore than his share of the
rewards of life; the honours are pre-enpted for other trades, |ess

agr eeabl e and perhaps nore useful .

But the devil in these trades of pleasing is to fail to please. In



ordi nary occupations, a man offers to do a certain thing or to
produce a certain article with a nerely conventiona

acconpl i shnment, a design in which (we nmay al nost say) it is
difficult to fail. But the artist steps forth out of the crowd and
proposes to delight: an inpudent design, in which it is inpossible
to fail without odious circunstances. The poor Daughter of Joy,
carrying her smles and finery quite unregarded through the crowd,
makes a figure which it is inpossible to recall w thout a woundi ng
pity. She is the type of the unsuccessful artist. The actor, the
dancer, and the singer must appear |like her in person, and drain
publicly the cup of failure. But though the rest of us escape this
crowning bitterness of the pillory, we all court in essence the
sane huniliation. W all profess to be able to delight. And how
few of us arel W all pledge ourselves to be able to continue to
delight. And the day will cone to each, and even to the nost

adm red, when the ardour shall have declined and the cunning shal
be lost, and he shall sit by his deserted booth ashamed. Then
shall he see hinmself condemmed to do work for which he blushes to
take payment. Then (as if his lot were not already cruel) he nust
lie exposed to the gibes of the weckers of the press, who earn a
little bitter bread by the condemation of trash which they have
not read, and the praise of excellence which they cannot

under st and.

And observe that this seens al nbost the necessary end at |east of
witers. LES BLANCS ET LES BLEUS (for instance) is of an order of
merit very different from LE VI COMTE DE BRAGLONNE; and if any
gentl eman can bear to spy upon the nakedness of CASTLE DANGEROUS
his nane | think is Ham let it be enough for the rest of us to
read of it (not without tears) in the pages of Lockhart. Thus in
ol d age, when occupation and confort are nost needful, the witer
must | ay aside at once his pastine and his breadw nner. The

pai nter indeed, if he succeed at all in engaging the attention of



the public, gains great sunms and can stand to his easel until a
great age w thout dishonourable failure. The witer has the double
m sfortune to be ill-paid while he can work, and to be incapabl e of
wor ki ng when he is old. It is thus a way of |ife which conducts

directly to a fal se position

For the witer (in spite of notorious exanples to the contrary)

must ook to be ill-paid. Tennyson and Montepin nake handsone
livelihoods; but we cannot all hope to be Tennyson, and we do not
all perhaps desire to be Montepin. |If you adopt an art to be your
trade, weed your mnd at the outset of all desire of nobney. What
you may decently expect, if you have some talent and nuch industry,
is such an incone as a clerk will earn with a tenth or perhaps a
twentieth of your nervous output. Nor have you the right to | ook
for more; in the wages of the life, not in the wages of the trade,
lies your reward; the work is here the wages. It will be seen

have little synpathy with the common | anentations of the artist
class. Perhaps they do not renenber the hire of the field

| abourer; or do they think no parallel will Iie? Perhaps they have
never observed what is the retiring allowance of a field officer

or do they suppose their contributions to the arts of pleasing nore
i mportant than the services of a colonel? Perhaps they forget on
how little MIlet was content to live; or do they think, because
they have | ess genius, they stand excused fromthe display of equa
virtues? But upon one point there should be no dubiety: if a man
be not frugal, he has no business in the arts. |f he be not

frugal, he steers directly for that last tragic scene of LE VIEUX
SALTI MBANQUE; if he be not frugal, he will find it hard to continue
to be honest. Sonme day, when the butcher is knocking at the door
he may be tenpted, he may be obliged, to turn out and sell a

sl ovenly piece of work. |If the obligation shall have arisen

t hrough no want onness of his own, he is even to be commanded; for

wor ds cannot describe how far nore necessary it is that a man



shoul d support his famly, than that he should attain to - or
preserve - distinction in the arts. But if the pressure cones,
through his own fault, he has stolen, and stolen under trust, and
stolen (which is the worst of all) in such a way that no | aw can

reach him

And now you may perhaps ask nme, if the debutant artist is to have
no thought of nmoney, and if (as is inplied) he is to expect no
honours fromthe State, he may not at |east |ook forward to the
delights of popularity? Praise, you will tell nme, is a savoury
dish. And in so far as you nmay nean the countenance of other
artists you woul d put your finger on one of the nost essential and
enduring pleasures of the career of art. But in so far as you
shoul d have an eye to the commendati ons of the public or the notice
of the newspapers, be sure you would but be cherishing a dream It
is true that in certain esoteric journals the author (for instance)
is duly criticised, and that he is often praised a great deal nore
than he deserves, sonetimes for qualities which he prided hinself
on eschew ng, and sonetines by |adies and gentl enen who have deni ed
thensel ves the privilege of reading his work. But if a nan be
sensitive to this wild praise, we nust suppose himequally alive to
that which often acconpani es and always follows it - wild ridicule.
A man nay have done well for years, and then he nay fail; he wll
hear of his failure. O he may have done well for years, and stil
do well, but the critics may have tired of praising him or there
may have sprung up sonme new idol of the instant, sone "dust a
little gilt," to whomthey now prefer to offer sacrifice. Here is
the obverse and the reverse of that enpty and ugly thing called

popularity. WII any man suppose it worth the gaining?

CHAPTER XI - PULVI S ET UVBRA



We | ook for sone reward of our endeavours and are di sappoi nted; not
success, not happi ness, not even peace of conscience, crowns our
ineffectual efforts to do well. CQur frailties are invincible, our
virtues barren; the battle goes sore against us to the going down
of the sun. The canting noralist tells us of right and wong; and
we | ook abroad, even on the face of our small earth, and find them
change with every clinmate, and no country where sone action is not
honoured for a virtue and none where it is not branded for a vice;
and we | ook in our experience, and find no vital congruity in the
wi sest rules, but at the best a nunicipal fitness. It is not
strange if we are tenpted to despair of good. W ask too nuch.

Qur religions and noralities have been trimed to flatter us, till
they are all emascul ate and sentinentalised, and only pl ease and
weaken. Truth is of a rougher strain. In the harsh face of life,
faith can read a bracing gospel. The human race is a thing nore
anci ent than the ten conmandnents; and the bones and revol utions of
the Kosnos, in whose joints we are but noss and fungus, nore

ancient still.

O the Kosnpbs in the last resort, science reports many doubt ful
things and all of them appalling. There seenms no substance to this
solid gl obe on which we stanp: nothing but synmbols and rati os.
Synbols and ratios carry us and bring us forth and beat us down;
gravity that swi ngs the incomrensurable suns and worlds through
space, is but a fignent varying inversely as the squares of

di stances; and the suns and worlds thensel ves, inponderable figures

of abstraction, NH3, and H2O  Consi deration dares not dwell upon



this view, that way madness lies; science carries us into zones of

specul ation, where there is no habitable city for the mnd of man.

But take the Kosnmbs with a grosser faith, as our senses give it us.
We behol d space sown with rotatory islands, suns and worlds and the
shards and wrecks of systens: sone, like the sun, still blazing;
some rotting, like the earth; others, like the noon, stable in
desolation. Al of these we take to be nade of sonething we cal
matter: a thing which no analysis can help us to conceive; to
whose incredible properties no famliarity can reconcile our m nds.
This stuff, when not purified by the lustration of fire, rots
uncleanly into something we call life; seized through all its atons
with a pedicul ous mal ady; swelling in tunmours that becone

i ndependent, sonetines even (by an abhorrent prodigy) |oconotory;
one splitting into mllions, millions cohering into one, as the

mal ady proceeds through varying stages. This vital putrescence of
the dust, used as we are to it, yet strikes us with occasiona

di sgust, and the profusion of worns in a piece of ancient turf, or
the air of a marsh darkened with insects, will sonetinmes check our
breathing so that we aspire for cleaner places. But none is clean
the moving sand is infected with lice; the pure spring, where it
bursts out of the mountain, is a nere issue of worms; even in the

hard rock the crystal is forning.

In two main shapes this eruption covers the countenance of the
earth: the animal and the vegetable: one in sone degree the

i nversion of the other: the second rooted to the spot; the first
com ng detached out of its natal nud, and scurrying abroad with the
myriad feet of insects or towering into the heavens on the w ngs of
birds: a thing so inconceivable that, if it be well considered,
the heart stops. To what passes with the anchored vernin, we have
little clue, doubtless they have their joys and sorrows, their

delights and killing agonies: it appears not how But of the



| ocomptory, to which we ourselves belong, we can tell nmore. These
share with us a thousand nmiracles: the mracles of sight, of
hearing, of the projection of sound, things that bridge space; the
mracles of nenory and reason, by which the present is conceived,
and when it is gone, its inmage kept living in the brains of man and
brute; the nmiracle of reproduction, with its inperious desires and
st aggeri ng consequences. And to put the last touch upon this
mount ai n mass of the revolting and the inconceivable, all these
prey upon each other, lives tearing other lives in pieces, cranmng
theminside thensel ves, and by that summary process, growi ng fat:
the vegetarian, the whale, perhaps the tree, not less than the lion

of the desert; for the vegetarian is only the eater of the dunb.

Meanwhi |l e our rotatory island | oaded with predatory life, and nore
drenched wi th bl ood, both aninmal and vegetable, than ever mutinied
shi p, scuds through space w th uni magi nabl e speed, and turns
alternate cheeks to the reverberation of a blazing world, ninety

mllion mles away.

What a nonstrous spectre is this man, the disease of the
agglutinated dust, lifting alternate feet or lying drugged wth
slumber; killing, feeding, growi ng, bringing forth small copies of
hi nsel f; grown upon with hair like grass, fitted with eyes that
nmove and glitter in his face; a thing to set children scream ng; -
and yet |ooked at nearlier, known as his fell ows know him how
surprising are his attributes! Poor soul, here for so little, cast
anong so nmany hardships, filled with desires so i nconmensurate and
so inconsistent, savagely surrounded, savagely descended,

i rrenmedi ably condemmed to prey upon his fellow lives: who should



have bl amed hi m had he been of a piece with his destiny and a being
nmerely barbarous? And we | ook and behold himinstead filled with
imperfect virtues: infinitely childish, often adm rably valiant,
often touchingly kind; sitting down, anidst his nonentary life, to
debate of right and wong and the attributes of the deity; rising
up to do battle for an egg or die for an idea; singling out his
friends and his mate with cordial affection; bringing forth in
pain, rearing with long-suffering solicitude, his young. To touch
the heart of his mystery, we find, in himone thought, strange to
the point of lunacy: the thought of duty; the thought of sonething
owing to hinmself, to his neighbour, to his God: an ideal of
decency, to which he would rise if it were possible; a limt of
shanme, below which, if it be possible, he will not stoop. The
design in nmost nmen is one of conformty; here and there, in picked

natures, it transcends itself and soars on the other side, armng

martyrs with i ndependence; but in all, in their degrees, it is a
bosom t hought: - Not in man alone, for we trace it in dogs and
cats whom we know fairly well, and doubtless some simlar point of

honour sways the el ephant, the oyster, and the | ouse, of whom we
know so little: - But in man, at least, it sways with so conplete
an enpire that merely selfish things come second, even with the
selfish: that appetites are starved, fears are conquered, pains
supported; that al nost the dullest shrinks fromthe reproof of a
gl ance, although it were a child's; and all but the nost cowardly
stand am d the risks of war; and the nore noble, having strongly
concei ved an act as due to their ideal, affront and enbrace deat h.
Strange enough if, with their singular origin and perverted
practice, they think they are to be rewarded in some future life:
stranger still, if they are persuaded of the contrary, and think
this blow, which they solicit, will strike them senseless for
eternity. | shall be rem nded what a tragedy of mi sconception and
m sconduct man at | arge presents: of organised injustice, cowardly

vi ol ence and treacherous crime; and of the damming inperfections of



the best. They cannot be too darkly drawn. Man is indeed narked
for failure in his efforts to do right. But where the best
consistently miscarry, how tenfold nore remarkable that all should
continue to strive; and surely we should find it both touching and
inspiriting, that in a field fromwhich success is banished, our

race should not cease to | abour.

If the first viewof this creature, stalking in his rotatory isle,
be a thing to shake the courage of the stoutest, on this nearer
sight, he startles us with an adnmiring wonder. |t matters not
where we | ook, under what climte we observe him in what stage of
society, in what depth of ignorance, burthened with what erroneous
nmorality; by canp-fires in Assiniboia, the snow powdering his

shoul ders, the wi nd plucking his blanket, as he sits, passing the
cerenoni al calumet and uttering his grave opinions |ike a Roman
senator; in ships at sea, a man inured to hardship and vile

pl easures, his brightest hope a fiddle in a tavern and a bedi zened
trull who sells herself to rob him and he for all that sinple,

i nnocent, cheerful, kindly like a child, constant to toil, brave to
drown, for others; in the slums of cities, noving anong indifferent
m | lions to nechanical enploynents, w thout hope of change in the
future, with scarce a pleasure in the present, and yet true to his
virtues, honest up to his lights, kind to his neighbours, tenpted
perhaps in vain by the bright gin-palace, perhaps |ong-suffering
with the drunken wife that ruins him in India (a woman this tine)
kneeling with broken cries and streanming tears, as she drowns her
child in the sacred river; in the brothel, the discard of society,
living mainly on strong drink, fed with affronts, a fool, a thief,
the conrade of thieves, and even here keeping the point of honour
and the touch of pity, often repaying the world's scorn with
service, often standing firmupon a scruple, and at a certain cost,
rejecting riches: - everywhere some virtue cherished or affected,

everywhere sone decency of thought and carriage, everywhere the



ensign of man's ineffectual goodness: - ah! if |I could show you
this! if I could show you these men and wonen, all the world over
in every stage of history, under every abuse of error, under every
circunstance of failure, w thout hope, w thout help, wthout
thanks, still obscurely fighting the lost fight of virtue, stil
clinging, in the brothel or on the scaffold, to some rag of honour
the poor jewel of their souls! They nay seek to escape, and yet
they cannot; it is not alone their privilege and glory, but their
doom they are condemmed to sone nobility; all their lives |ong,

the desire of good is at their heels, the inplacable hunter

O all earth's nmeteors, here at least is the nost strange and
consoling: that this ennobled | enur, this hair-crowned bubbl e of
the dust, this inheritor of a few years and sorrows, should yet
deny hinself his rare delights, and add to his frequent pains, and
live for an ideal, however m sconceived. Nor can we stop with man.
A new doctrine, received with screans a little while ago by canting
nmoralists, and still not properly worked into the body of our
thoughts, lights us a step farther into the heart of this rough but
nobl e uni verse. For nowadays the pride of man denies in vain his
kinship with the original dust. He stands no longer like a thing
apart. Cose at his heels we see the dog, prince of another genus:
and in himtoo, we see dunbly testified the same cultus of an
unattai nable ideal, the same constancy in failure. Does it stop
with the dog? W look at our feet where the ground is bl ackened
with the swarmng ant: a creature so small, so far fromus in the
hi erarchy of brutes, that we can scarce trace and scarce conprehend
hi s doings; and here also, in his ordered politics and rigorous
justice, we see confessed the |law of duty and the fact of

i ndividual sin. Does it stop, then, with the ant? Rather this
desire of well-doing and this doomof frailty run through all the
grades of life: rather is this earth, fromthe frosty top of

Everest to the next margin of the internal fire, one stage of



i neffectual virtues and one tenple of pious tears and perseverance.
The whol e creation groaneth and travaileth together. It is the
common and the god-like law of life. The browsers, the biters, the
barkers, the hairy coats of field and forest, the squirrel in the

oak, the thousand-footed creeper in the dust, as they share with us

the gift of life, share with us the love of an ideal: strive like
us - like us are tenpted to grow weary of the struggle - to do
well; like us receive at tinmes unnerited refreshment, visitings of

support, returns of courage; and are condemed like us to be
crucified between that double | aw of the nmenmbers and the will. Are
they like us, | wonder, in the timd hope of sonme reward, sone
sugar with the drug? do they, too, stand aghast at unrewarded
virtues, at the sufferings of those whom in our partiality, we
take to be just, and the prosperity of such as, in our blindness,
we call wicked? It may be, and yet God knows what they should | ook
for. Even while they | ook, even while they repent, the foot of nman
treads them by thousands in the dust, the yel pi ng hounds burst upon
their trail, the bullet speeds, the knives are heating in the den
of the vivisectionist; or the dew falls, and the generation of a
day is blotted out. For these are creatures, conpared with whom
our weakness is strength, our ignorance wi sdom our brief span

eternity.

And as we dwell, we living things, in our isle of terror and under
the inminent hand of death, CGod forbid it should be man the
erected, the reasoner, the wise in his own eyes - CGod forbid it
shoul d be man that wearies in well-doing, that despairs of
unrewarded effort, or utters the | anguage of conplaint. Let it be
enough for faith, that the whole creation groans in nortal frailty,

strives with unconquerabl e constancy: Surely not all in vain.

CHAPTER XII - A CHRI STMAS SERMON



BY the tinme this paper appears, | shall have been tal king for

twel ve nonths; and it is thought | should take ny leave in a fornmnal
and seasonabl e manner. Valedictory el oquence is rare, and deat h-
bed sayi ngs have not often hit the mark of the occasion. Charles
Second, wit and sceptic, a man whose |life had been one |ong | esson
in human incredulity, an easy-going conrade, a nanoeuvring king -
remenbered and enbodied all his wit and scepticismalong with nore
than his usual good humour in the fanmous "I am afraid, gentlenen, |

am an unconsci onabl e time a-dying."

An unconscionable time a-dying - there is the picture ("I am
afraid, gentlenen,”) of your life and of mne. The sands run out,
and the hours are "nunbered and i nputed,"” and the days go by; and
when the | ast of these finds us, we have been a long tinme dying,
and what else? The very length is sonething, if we reach that hour
of separation undi shonoured; and to have lived at all is doubtless

(in the soldierly expression) to have served.

There is a tale in Ticitus of how the veterans nutinied in the
German wi | derness; of how they nobbed Gernmani cus, cl anouing go
hone; and of how, seizing their general's hand, these old, war-worn
exil es passed his finger along their toothless gunms. SUNT LACRYMAE
RERUM this was the nost el oquent of the songs of Sinmeon. And
when a man has lived to a fair age, he bears his marks of service
He may have never been remarked upon the breach at the head of the

armmy; at |east he shall have lost his teeth on the canp bread.



The idealismof serious people in this age of ours is of a noble
character. 1t never seens to themthat they have served enough
they have a fine inpatience of their virtues. |t were perhaps nore
nmodest to be singly thankful that we are no worse. It is not only
our enemi es, those desperate characters - it is we ourselves who
know not what we do, - thence springs the glimering hope that

per haps we do better than we think: that to scranble through this
random busi ness with hands reasonably clean to have played the part
of a man or wonman with some reasonable ful ness, to have often
resisted the diabolic, and at the end to be still resisting it, is
for the poor hurman soldier to have done right well. To ask to see
sone fruit of our endeavour is but a transcendental way of serving
for reward; and what we take to be contenpt of self is only greed

of hire.

And again if we require so nuch of ourselves, shall we not require
much of others? If we do not genially judge our own deficiencies,
is it not to be feared we shall be even stern to the trespasses of
others? And he who (I ooking back upon his own life) can see no
nore than that he has been unconscionably long a-dying, will he not
be tenmpted to think his neighbour unconscionably |ong of getting
hanged? It is probable that nearly all who think of conduct at
all, think of it too nmuch; it is certain we all think too nuch of
sin. W are not dammed for doing wong, but for not doing right;
Christ would never hear of negative norality; THOU SHALT was ever
his word, with which he superseded THOU SHALT NOT. To make our
idea of nmorality centre on forbidden acts is to defile the

i magi nati on and to introduce into our judgnents of our fellownen a
secret element of gusto. |If a thing is wong for us, we should not
dwel | upon the thought of it; or we shall soon dwell upon it with
inverted pleasure. |If we cannot drive it fromour mnds - one

thing of two: either our creed is in the wong and we nust nore



i ndul gently renodel it; or else, if our norality be in the right,
we are crinminal lunatics and should place our persons in restraint.
A mark of such unwhol esonely divided mnds is the passion for
interference with others: the Fox without the Tail was of this
breed, but had (if his biographer is to be trusted) a certain
antique civility now out of date. A man may have a flaw, a
weakness, that unfits himfor the duties of life, that spoils his
tenper, that threatens his integrity, or that betrays himinto
cruelty. It has to be conquered; but it nmust never he suffered to
engross his thoughts. The true duties lie all upon the farther
side, and nust be attended to with a whole mind so soon as this
prelimnary clearing of the decks has been effected. In order that
he may be kind and honest, it may be needful he should becone a
total abstainer; let himbecone so then, and the next day let him
forget the circunstance. Trying to be kind and honest will require
all his thoughts; a nortified appetite is never a w se conpani on;
in so far as he has had to nortify an appetite, he will still be
the worse man; and of such an one a great deal of cheerful ness wll
be required in judging life, and a great deal of humlity in

j udgi ng ot hers.

It may be argued again that dissatisfaction with our life's
endeavour springs in some degree from dul ness. W require higher
tasks, because we do not recogni se the height of those we have.
Trying to be kind and honest seens an affair too sinple and too

i nconsequential for gentlemen of our heroic nould; we had rather
set ourselves to sonething bold, arduous, and concl usive; we had
rat her found a schismor suppress a heresy, cut off a hand or
mortify an appetite. But the task before us, which is to co-endure
with our existence, is rather one of mcroscopic fineness, and the
heroismrequired is that of patience. There is no cutting of the

CGordi an knots of life; each nust be smlingly unravell ed.



To be honest, to be kind - to earn a little and to spend a little
| ess, to make upon the whole a fam ly happier for his presence, to
renounce when that shall be necessary and not be enbittered, to
keep a few friends, but these without capitulation - above all, on
the same grimcondition, to keep friends with hinself - here is a
task for all that a man has of fortitude and delicacy. He has an
anbi ti ous soul who would ask nore; he has a hopeful spirit who
shoul d I ook in such an enterprise to be successful. There is

i ndeed one el enment in human destiny that not blindness itself can

controvert: whatever else we are intended to do, we are not

i ntended to succeed; failure is the fate allotted. It is so in
every art and study; it is so above all in the continent art of
living well. Here is a pleasant thought for the year's end or for

the end of life. Only self-deception will be satisfied, and there

need be no despair for the despairer

But Christnmas is not only the nmile-mark of another year, noving us
to thoughts of self-examination: it is a season, fromall its
associ ations, whether donestic or religious, suggesting thoughts of
joy. A man dissatisfied with his endeavours is a nman tenpted to
sadness. And in the midst of the winter, when his Iife runs | owest
and he is renmi nded of the enpty chairs of his beloved, it is well
he shoul d be condemmed to this fashion of the snmling face. Noble
di sappoi ntment, noble self-denial, are not to be adm red, not even
to be pardoned, if they bring bitterness. It is one thing to enter
t he ki ngdom of heaven nmaim another to mai myourself and stay
without. And the kingdom of heaven is of the child-like, of those
who are easy to pl ease, who | ove and who give pleasure. M ghty nen
of their hands, the smiters and the builders and the judges, have

lived long and done sternly and yet preserved this |lovely



character; and anong our carpet interests and twopenny concerns,
the shanme were indelible if WE should lose it. Gentleness and
cheerful ness, these cone before all norality; they are the perfect

duties. And it is the trouble with noral nen that they have

neither one nor other. It was the noral nan, the Pharisee, whom
Christ could not away with. |If your norals make you dreary, depend
upon it they are wong. | do not say "give themup," for they may

be all you have; but conceal themlike a vice, lest they should

spoil the lives of better and sinpler people.

A strange tenptation attends upon man: to keep his eye on

pl easures, even when he will not share in them to aimall his
noral s against them This very year a lady (singular iconoclast!)
procl ai med a crusade against dolls; and the racy sernon agai nst
lust is a feature of the age. | venture to call such noralists
insincere. At any excess or perversion of a natural appetite,
their Iyre sounds of itself with relishing denunciations; but for
all displays of the truly diabolic - envy, nalice, the nean lie,
the mean silence, the calumious truth, the back-biter, the petty
tyrant, the peevish poisoner of famly life - their standard is
quite different. These are wong, they will admit, yet sonehow not
so wong; there is no zeal in their assault on them no secret

el ement of gusto warnms up the sernmon; it is for things not wong in
thensel ves that they reserve the choicest of their indignation. A
man may naturally disclaimall noral kinship with the Reverend M.
Zol a or the hobgoblin old lady of the dolls; for these are gross
and naked instances. And yet in each of us sone sinilar elenent
resides. The sight of a pleasure in which we cannot or else will
not share noves us to a particular inpatience. It may be because
we are envious, or because we are sad, or because we dislike noise
and ronping - being so refined, or because - being so philosophic -
we have an over-wei ghing sense of |life's gravity: at l|least, as we

go on in years, we are all tenpted to frown upon our nei ghbour's



pl easures. People are nowadays so fond of resisting tenptations;
here is one to be resisted. They are fond of self-denial; here is
a propensity that cannot be too perenptorily denied. There is an

i dea abroad anong noral people that they should make their

nei ghbours good. One person | have to make good: nyself. But ny
duty to nmy neighbour is nuch nore nearly expressed by saying that |

have to make himhappy - if | may.

Happi ness and goodness, according to canting noralists, stand in
the relation of effect and cause. There was never anything |ess
proved or |ess probable: our happiness is never in our own hands;
we inherit our constitution; we stand buffet anong friends and
enem es; we nmay be so built as to feel a sneer or an aspersion with
unusual keenness, and so circumstanced as to be unusually exposed

to them we may have nerves very sensitive to pain, and be

afflicted with a disease very painful. Virtue will not hel p us,
and it is not neant to help us. It is not even its own reward,
except for the self-centred and - | had al nost said - the

unami able. No nan can pacify his conscience; if quiet be what he
want, he shall do better to let that organ perish fromdisuse. And
to avoid the penalties of the law, and the m nor CAPITIS DI M NUTI O
of social ostracism is an affair of wisdom- of cunning, if you

will - and not of virtue.

In his own life, then, a man is not to expect happiness, only to
profit by it gladly when it shall arise; he is on duty here; he
knows not how or why, and does not need to know, he knows not for
what hire, and rmust not ask. Sonehow or other, though he does not

know what goodness is, he nmust try to be good; sonehow or other



t hough he cannot tell what will do it, he nust try to give

happi ness to others. And no doubt there cones in here a frequent
clash of duties. How far is he to nake his nei ghbour happy? How
far must he respect that smiling face, so easy to cloud, so hard to
brighten again? And how far, on the other side, is he bound to be
his brother's keeper and the prophet of his own norality? How far

nmust he resent evil?

The difficulty is that we have little guidance; Christ's sayings on
the point being hard to reconcile with each other, and (the nost of
thenm) hard to accept. But the truth of his teaching would seemto
be this: in our own person and fortune, we should be ready to
accept and to pardon all; it is OUR cheek we are to turn, OUR coat
that we are to give away to the nman who has taken OUR cl oak. But
when another's face is buffeted, perhaps a little of the lion wll
become us best. That we are to suffer others to be injured, and
stand by, is not conceivable and surely not desirable. Revenge,
says Bacon, is a kind of wild justice; its judgnents at |east are
delivered by an insane judge; and in our own quarrel we can see
nothing truly and do nothing wisely. But in the quarrel of our

nei ghbour, let us be nore bold. One person's happiness is as
sacred as another's; when we cannot defend both, let us defend one
with a stout heart. It is only in so far as we are doing this,
that we have any right to interfere: the defence of Bis our only
ground of action against A. A has as good a right to go to the

devil, as we to go to glory; and neither knows what he does.

The truth is that all these interventions and denunciations and

m |itant nongerings of noral half-truths, though they be sonetines
needful , though they are often enjoyable, do yet belong to an
inferior grade of duties. Ill-tenper and envy and revenge find
here an arsenal of pious disguises; this is the playground of

inverted lusts. Wth a little nore patience and a little |ess



tenper, a gentler and w ser nethod night be found in al nost every
case; and the knot that we cut by some fine heady quarrel -scene in
private life, or, in public affairs, by some denunciatory act

agai nst what we are pleased to call our neighbour's vices, night

yet have been unwoven by the hand of synpathy.

To | ook back upon the past year, and see how little we have striven
and to what snall purpose; and how often we have been cowardly and
hung back, or tenerarious and rushed unwi sely in; and how every day
and all day long we have transgressed the | aw of kindness; - it may
seem a paradox, but in the bitterness of these discoveries, a
certain consolation resides. Life is not designed to mnister to a
man's vanity. He goes upon his |ong business nost of the time with
a hanging head, and all the tine like a blind child. Full of
rewards and pleasures as it is - so that to see the day break or
the moon rise, or to neet a friend, or to hear the dinner-call when
he is hungry, fills himwth surprising joys - this world is yet
for himno abiding city. Friendships fall through, health fails,
weariness assails him year after year, he must thunb the hardly
varying record of his own weakness and folly. It is a friendly
process of detachnent. When the tine comes that he should go,
there need be fewillusions |left about hinself. HERE LIES ONE WHO
MEANT WELL, TRIED A LITTLE, FAILED MJCH. - surely that nmay be his
epi taph, of which he need not be ashamed. Nor will he conplain at
t he summons which calls a defeated soldier fromthe field:

defeated, ay, if he were Paul or Marcus Aurelius! - but if there is
still one inch of fight in his old spirit, undishonoured. The
faith which sustained himin his life-long blindness and life-Iong
di sappointnment will scarce even be required in this last formality

of laying down his arms. Gve hima march with his old bones;



there, out of the glorious sun-coloured earth, out of the day and

the dust and the ecstasy - there goes another Faithful Fail ure!

From a recent book of verse, where there is nore than one such

beautiful and manly poem | take this nenorial piece: it says
better than I can, what | love to think; let it be our parting
wor d.

"Alate lark twitters fromthe quiet skies
And from the west,

Where the sun, his day's work ended,

Li ngers as in content,

There falls on the old, gray city

An influence | um nous and serene,

A shi ni ng peace.

"The snoke ascends

In a rosy-and-gol den haze. The spires

Shine, and are changed. |In the valley
Shadows rise. The lark sings on. The sun

Cl osing his benediction

Si nks, and the darkening air

Thrills with a sense of the triunphing night -
Ni ght, with her train of stars

And her great gift of sleep

"So be ny passing!

My task acconplished and the | ong day done,
My wages taken, and in ny heart

Sone | ate lark singing,

Let nme be gathered to the quiet west,

The sundown spl endid and serene,



Deat h. "

[ 1888. ]

End



