An I nland Voyage

by Robert Louis Stevenson

PREFACE TO THE FI RST EDI Tl ON

To equip so snmall a book with a preface is, | amhalf afraid, to
sin against proportion. But a preface is nore than an author can
resist, for it is the reward of his |abours. When the foundation
stone is laid, the architect appears with his plans, and struts for
an hour before the public eye. So with the witer in his preface:
he may have never a word to say, but he nust show hinself for a

monent in the portico, hat in hand, and with an urbane deneanour.

It is best, in such circunstances, to represent a delicate shade of
manner between humility and superiority: as if the book had been
witten by sone one el se, and you had merely run over it and

i nserted what was good. But for ny part | have not yet |earned the
trick to that perfection; | amnot yet able to dissenble the warnth
of nmy sentinents towards a reader; and if | meet himon the

threshold, it is toinvite himin with country cordiality.

To say truth, | had no sooner finished reading this little book in
proof, than I was seized upon by a distressing apprehension. It
occurred to me that I might not only be the first to read these
pages, but the last as well; that | night have pioneered this very
smling tract of country all in vain, and find not a soul to follow

in my steps. The nore | thought, the nore | disliked the notion



until the distaste grewinto a sort of panic terror, and |I rushed
into this Preface, which is no nore than an advertisenment for

r eaders.

What am | to say for ny book? Caleb and Joshua brought back from
Pal estine a form dabl e bunch of grapes; alas! ny book produces
naught so nourishing; and for the matter of that, we live in an age

when people prefer a definition to any quantity of fruit.

I wonder, would a negative be found enticing? for, fromthe
negative point of view, | flatter nyself this volune has a certain
stanp. Although it runs to considerably upwards of two hundred
pages, it contains not a single reference to the inbecility of

God' s universe, nor so nuch as a single hint that | could have nade

a better one nyself. - | really do not know where ny head can have
been. | seemto have forgotten all that nakes it glorious to be
man. - 'Tis an onission that renders the book philosophically

uni nportant; but | amin hopes the eccentricity may please in

frivolous circles.

To the friend who acconpanied nme | owe many thanks already, indeed
I wish | owed himnothing else; but at this noment | feel towards
hi m an al nost exaggerated tenderness. He, at least, will becone ny
reader: - if it were only to follow his own travel s al ongsi de of

m ne.

RL.S

ANTVWERP TO BOOM



VWE nade a great stir in Antwerp Docks. A stevedore and a |ot of
dock porters took up the two canoes, and ran with themfor the
slip. A crowd of children foll owed cheering. The Cl GARETTE went
off in a splash and a bubble of snall breaking water. Next nonent
the ARETHUSA was after her. A steanmer was coning down, nmen on the
paddl e- box shout ed hoarse warnings, the stevedore and his porters
were bawing fromthe quay. But in a stroke or two the canoes were
away out in the middle of the Scheldt, and all steaners, and

stevedores, and other 'long-shore vanities were |eft behind.

The sun shone brightly; the tide was naking - four jolly mles an
hour; the wind blew steadily, with occasional squalls. For ny
part, | had never been in a canoe under sail in ny life; and ny
first experiment out in the mddle of this big river was not made
wi t hout sone trepidation. Wat would happen when the wind first
caught nmy little canvas? | suppose it was alnost as trying a
venture into the regions of the unknown as to publish a first book
or to marry. But ny doubts were not of long duration; and in five
m nutes you will not be surprised to learn that | had tied ny

sheet.

I owmn |l was a little struck by this circunstance nyself; of course
in conpany with the rest of ny fellownen, | had always tied the
sheet in a sailing-boat; but in so little and crank a concern as a
canoe, and with these charging squalls, | was not prepared to find
mysel f follow the sane principle; and it inspired ne with sone
cont enpt uous views of our regard for life. It is certainly easier
to smoke with the sheet fastened; but | had never before weighed a
confortabl e pi pe of tobacco agai nst an obvious risk, and gravely
el ected for the confortable pipe. It is a commonplace, that we
cannot answer for ourselves before we have been tried. But it is
not so comon a reflection, and surely nore consoling, that we

usual ly find ourselves a great deal braver and better than we



thought. | believe this is every one's experience: but an
apprehension that they may belie thenselves in the future prevents
manki nd fromtrunpeting this cheerful sentinment abroad. | wi sh
sincerely, for it would have saved ne nuch trouble, there had been
sone one to put me in a good heart about life when | was younger

to tell ne how dangers are nbst portentous on a distant sight; and
how the good in a man's spirit will not suffer itself to be
overlaid, and rarely or never deserts himin the hour of need. But
we are all for tootling on the sentinental flute in literature; and
not a man anong us will go to the head of the march to sound the

heady druns.

It was agreeable upon the river. A barge or two went past |aden
with hay. Reeds and willows bordered the stream and cattle and
grey venerabl e horses canme and hung their nild heads over the
enbanknent. Here and there was a pleasant village anong trees,
with a noisy shipping-yard; here and there a villa in a lawn. The
wi nd served us well up the Scheldt and thereafter up the Rupel; and
we were running pretty free when we began to sight the brickyards
of Boom lying for a long way on the right bank of the river. The
| eft bank was still green and pastoral, with alleys of trees along
t he embanknment, and here and there a flight of steps to serve a
ferry, where perhaps there sat a woman with her el bows on her
knees, or an old gentlenan with a staff and silver spectacles. But
Boom and its brickyards grew snoki er and shabbier with every

m nute; until a great church with a clock, and a wooden bridge over

the river, indicated the central quarters of the town.

Boomis not a nice place, and is only renmarkable for one thing:
that the majority of the inhabitants have a private opinion that
they can speak English, which is not justified by fact. This gave
a kind of haziness to our intercourse. As for the Hotel de la

Navi gation, | think it is the worst feature of the place. It



boasts of a sanded parlour, with a bar at one end, |ooking on the
street; and another sanded parlour, darker and colder, with an
enpty bird-cage and a tricol our subscription box by way of sole
adornnent, where we nmade shift to dine in the conpany of three
unconmmuni cati ve engi neer apprentices and a silent bagman. The
food, as usual in Belgium was of a nondescript occasiona
character; indeed | have never been able to detect anything in the
nature of a neal anong this pleasing people; they seemto peck and
trifle with viands all day long in an amateur spirit: tentatively

French, truly German, and sonehow falling between the two.

The enpty bird-cage, swept and garnished, and with no trace of the
old piping favourite, save where two wires had been pushed apart to
hold its lunp of sugar, carried with it a sort of graveyard cheer
The engi neer apprentices would have nothing to say to us, nor

i ndeed to the bagman; but tal ked | ow and sparingly to one anot her
or raked us in the gaslight with a gl eam of spectacles. For though

handsone | ads, they were all (in the Scots phrase) barnacl ed.

There was an English maid in the hotel, who had been | ong enough
out of England to pick up all sorts of funny foreign idionms, and
all sorts of curious foreign ways, which need not here be
specified. She spoke to us very fluently in her jargon, asked us
information as to the manners of the present day in England, and
obligingly corrected us when we attenpted to answer. But as we
were dealing with a wonman, perhaps our information was not so nuch
throwmn away as it appeared. The sex likes to pick up know edge and
yet preserve its superiority. It is good policy, and al nost
necessary in the circunstances. |If a nman finds a woman adnmire him
were it only for his acquaintance with geography, he will begin at
once to build upon the admiration. It is only by unintermttent
snubbing that the pretty ones can keep us in our place. Men, as

M ss Howe or M ss Harl owe woul d have said, 'are such ENCROACHERS.



For ny part, | am body and soul with the wonen; and after a well -
married couple, there is nothing so beautiful in the world as the
myth of the divine huntress. It is no use for a man to take to the
woods; we know him St. Anthony tried the sanme thing | ong ago, and
had a pitiful time of it by all accounts. But there is this about
some wonen, which overtops the best gymmosophi st anong nen, that
they suffice to thenselves, and can walk in a high and cold zone

wi t hout the countenance of any trousered being. | declare,

al t hough the reverse of a professed ascetic, | amnore obliged to
wonen for this ideal than | should be to the ngjority of them or

i ndeed to any but one, for a spontaneous kiss. There is nothing so
encouragi ng as the spectacle of self-sufficiency. And when | think
of the slimand |ovely maidens, running the woods all night to the
note of Diana's horn; nmoving anong the old oaks, as fancy-free as
they; things of the forest and the starlight, not touched by the
commmtion of man's hot and turbid life - although there are plenty
other ideals that | should prefer - | find ny heart beat at the
thought of this one. 'Tis to fail inlife, but to fail with what a
grace! That is not lost which is not regretted. And where - here
slips out the nale - where would be nuch of the glory of inspiring

love, if there were no contenpt to overcone?

ON THE W LLEBRCEK CANAL

NEXT norni ng, when we set forth on the WIIebroek Canal, the rain
began heavy and chill. The water of the canal stood at about the
drinking tenperature of tea; and under this cold aspersion, the
surface was covered with steam The exhilaration of departure, and
the easy notion of the boats under each stroke of the paddles,

supported us through this nmisfortune while it |asted; and when the



cl oud passed and the sun cane out again, our spirits went up above
the range of stay-at-home hunmours. A good breeze rustled and
shivered in the rows of trees that bordered the canal. The |eaves
flickered in and out of the light in tumultuous nmasses. |t seened
sailing weather to eye and ear; but down between the banks, the

wi nd reached us only in faint and desultory puffs. There was
hardly enough to steer by. Progress was internmttent and

unsati sfactory. A jocular person, of marine antecedents, hailed us

fromthe towpath with a 'C EST VITE, MAIS C EST LONG '

The canal was busy enough. Every now and then we net or overtook a
long string of boats, with great green tillers; high sterns with a
wi ndow on either side of the rudder, and perhaps a jug or a flower-
pot in one of the wi ndows; a dinghy foll ow ng behind;, a wonan

busi ed about the day's dinner, and a handful of children. These
barges were all tied one behind the other with tow ropes, to the
nunber of twenty-five or thirty; and the |ine was headed and kept
in notion by a steaner of strange construction. |t had neither
paddl e- wheel nor screw, but by sone gear not rightly conprehensible
to the unnmechanical nmind, it fetched up over its bow a snall bright
chain which lay along the bottom of the canal, and paying it out
again over the stern, dragged itself forward, link by Iink, with
its whole retinue of |oaded skows. Until one had found out the key
to the enigna, there was sonething sol etm and unconfortable in the
progress of one of these trains, as it noved gently along the water
with nothing to mark its advance but an eddy al ongsi de dyi ng away

into the wake.

O all the creatures of commercial enterprise, a canal barge is by
far the nost delightful to consider. It may spread its sails, and
then you see it sailing high above the tree-tops and the windnill,
sailing on the aqueduct, sailing through the green corn-lands: the

nmost picturesque of things anphibious. O the horse plods al ong at



a foot-pace as if there were no such thing as business in the
worl d; and the man dreanming at the tiller sees the sane spire on
the horizon all day long. It is a mystery how things ever get to
their destination at this rate; and to see the barges waiting their
turn at a lock, affords a fine |l esson of how easily the world may
be taken. There should be many contented spirits on board, for

such a life is both to travel and to stay at hone.

The chi mey snokes for dinner as you go al ong; the banks of the
canal slowy unroll their scenery to contenplative eyes; the barge
floats by great forests and through great cities with their public
buil dings and their |anps at night; and for the bargee, in his
floating hone, 'travelling abed," it is nerely as if he were
listening to another man's story or turning the | eaves of a

pi cture-book in which he had no concern. He may take his afternoon
wal k in some foreign country on the banks of the canal, and then

cone hone to dinner at his own fireside.

There is not enough exercise in such a life for any high neasure of
heal t h; but a high neasure of health is only necessary for
unheal thy people. The slug of a fellow, who is never ill nor well,

has a quiet time of it inlife, and dies all the easier

I amsure | would rather be a bargee than occupy any position under
heaven that required attendance at an office. There are few
callings, | should say, where a man gives up less of his liberty in
return for regular neals. The bargee is on shipboard - he is
master in his own ship - he can | and whenever he will - he can
never be kept beating off a | ee-shore a whole frosty night when the
sheets are as hard as iron; and so far as | can nmeke out, tine
stands as nearly still with himas is conpatible with the return of
bed-tinme or the dinner-hour. It is not easy to see why a bargee

shoul d ever die.



Hal f-way between Wl ebroek and Villevorde, in a beautiful reach of
canal like a squire's avenue, we went ashore to lunch. There were
two eggs, a junk of bread, and a bottle of wine on board the
ARETHUSA; and two eggs and an Etna cooki ng apparatus on board the
Cl GARETTE. The master of the latter boat smashed one of the eggs
in the course of disenbarkation; but observing pleasantly that it

m ght still be cooked A LA PAPIER, he dropped it into the Etna, in
its covering of Flemnm sh newspaper. W landed in a blink of fine
weat her; but we had not been two m nutes ashore before the w nd
freshened into half a gale, and the rain began to patter on our
shoul ders. W sat as close about the Etna as we could. The
spirits burned with great ostentation; the grass caught flame every
m nute or two, and had to be trodden out; and before long, there
were several burnt fingers of the party. But the solid quantity of
cookery acconpli shed was out of proportion with so nuch display;
and when we desisted, after two applications of the fire, the sound
egg was little nmore than loo-warm and as for A LA PAPIER it was a
cold and sordid FRI CASSEE of printer's ink and broken egg-shell

We nade shift to roast the other two, by putting themclose to the
burning spirits; and that with better success. And then we
uncorked the bottle of wine, and sat down in a ditch with our canoe
aprons over our knees. It rained snmartly. Disconfort, when it is
honestly unconfortabl e and nakes no nauseous pretensions to the
contrary, is a vastly hunorous business; and people well steeped
and stupefied in the open air are in a good vein for |aughter.
Fromthis point of view, even egg A LA PAPIER offered by way of
food may pass nuster as a sort of accessory to the fun. But this
manner of jest, although it nay be taken in good part, does not
invite repetition; and fromthat time forward, the Etna voyaged

like a gentleman in the | ocker of the Cl GARETTE.

It is al nbst unnecessary to nention that when |lunch was over and we



got aboard again and made sail, the wind pronptly died away. The
rest of the journey to Villevorde, we still spread our canvas to
the unfavouring air; and with now and then a puff, and now and then
a spell of paddling, drifted along fromlock to | ock, between the

orderly trees.

It was a fine, green, fat |andscape; or rather a nere green water-
| ane, going on fromvillage to village. Things had a settled | ook
as in places long lived in. Crop-headed children spat upon us from
the bridges as we went below, with a true conservative feeling.

But even nore conservative were the fishernen, intent upon their
floats, who let us go by w thout one glance. They perched upon
sterlings and buttresses and al ong the sl ope of the enbanknent,
gently occupied. They were indifferent, |ike pieces of dead
nature. They did not nove any nore than if they had been fishing
in an old Dutch print. The |eaves fluttered, the water |apped, but
they continued in one stay |like so many churches established by
law. You might have trepanned every one of their innocent heads,
and found no nore than so nmuch coiled fishing-line belowtheir
skulls. | do not care for your stalwart fellows in india-rubber
stocki ngs breasting up mountain torrents with a salnon rod; but |
do dearly love the class of man who plies his unfruitful art, for

ever and a day, by still and depopul ated wat ers.

At the last lock, just beyond Villevorde, there was a | ock-mistress
who spoke French conprehensibly, and told us we were still a couple
of | eagues fromBrussels. At the same place, the rain began again.
It fell in straight, parallel lines; and the surface of the cana

was thrown up into an infinity of little crystal fountains. There
were no beds to be had in the neighbourhood. Nothing for it but to
lay the sails aside and address ourselves to steady paddling in the

rain.



Beautiful country houses, with clocks and long lines of shuttered
wi ndows, and fine old trees standing in groves and avenues, gave a
rich and sonbre aspect in the rain and the deepening dusk to the
shores of the canal. | seemto have seen sonething of the sane
effect in engravings: opulent |andscapes, deserted and overhung
with the passage of storm And throughout we had the escort of a
hooded cart, which trotted shabbily along the tow path, and kept at

an al nost uni formdi stance i n our wake.

THE ROYAL SPORT NAUTI QUE

THE rain took off near Laeken. But the sun was already down; the
air was chill; and we had scarcely a dry stitch between the pair of
us. Nay, now we found ourselves near the end of the Allee Verte,
and on the very threshold of Brussels, we were confronted by a
serious difficulty. The shores were closely lined by canal boats
waiting their turn at the lock. Nowhere was there any conveni ent

| andi ng- pl ace; nowhere so nmuch as a stable-yard to | eave the canoes
in for the night. W scranbled ashore and entered an ESTAM NET
where sone sorry fellows were drinking with the landlord. The

| andl ord was pretty round with us; he knew of no coach-house or
stabl e-yard, nothing of the sort; and seeing we had come with no
mnd to drink, he did not conceal his inpatience to be rid of us.
One of the sorry fellows cane to the rescue. Sonewhere in the
corner of the basin there was a slip, he informed us, and sonething
el se besides, not very clearly defined by him but hopefully

construed by his hearers.

Sure enough there was the slip in the corner of the basin; and at



the top of it two nice-looking lads in boating clothes. The
ARETHUSA addressed hinself to these. One of themsaid there would
be no difficulty about a night's |lodging for our boats; and the
other, taking a cigarette fromhis lips, inquired if they were nade
by Searle and Son. The nanme was quite an introduction. Half-a-
dozen ot her young men canme out of a boat-house bearing the
superscription ROYAL SPORT NAUTIQUE, and joined in the talk. They
were all very polite, voluble, and enthusiastic; and their

di scourse was interlarded with English boating ternms, and the nanes
of English boat-builders and English clubs. | do not know, to ny
shame, any spot in ny native |and where | should have been so
warmy received by the same nunber of people. W were English
boati ng-nmen, and the Bel gi an boating-nen fell upon our necks.
wonder if French Huguenots were as cordially greeted by English
Protestants when they came across the Channel out of great
tribulation. But after all, what religion knits people so closely

as a common sport?

The canoes were carried into the boat-house; they were washed down
for us by the Club servants, the sails were hung out to dry, and
everything made as snug and tidy as a picture. And in the
meanwhil e we were | ed upstairs by our newfound brethren, for so
nmore than one of them stated the relationship, and made free of
their lavatory. This one lent us soap, that one a towel, a third
and fourth hel ped us to undo our bags. And all the tine such
questions, such assurances of respect and synpathy! | declare

never knew what glory was before.

'Yes, yes, the ROYAL SPORT NAUTIQUE is the oldest club in Bel gium

"We nunber two hundred.

"W' - this is not a substantive speech, but an abstract of nany

speeches, the inpression left upon ny nind after a great deal of



tal k; and very youthful, pleasant, natural, and patriotic it seens
to ne to be - 'W have gained all races, except those where we were

cheated by the French.

"You nust |eave all your wet things to be dried.

'O ENTRE FRERES! |n any boat-house in England we should find the

same.' (I cordially hope they mght.)

"EN ANGLETERRE, VOUS EMPLOYEZ DES SLI DI NG SEATS, N EST- CE PAS?

"W are all enployed in commerce during the day; but in the

eveni ng, VOYEZ-VOUS, NOUS SOMMES SERI EUX. '

These were the words. They were all enployed over the frivol ous
mercantil e concerns of Bel giumduring the day; but in the evening
they found sone hours for the serious concerns of life. | may have
a wong idea of wisdom but | think that was a very w se remark
Peopl e connected with literature and phil osophy are busy all their
days in getting rid of second-hand notions and fal se standards. It
is their profession, in the sweat of their brows, by dogged
thinking, to recover their old fresh view of |ife, and distinguish
what they really and originally like, fromwhat they have only

|l earned to tolerate perforce. And these Royal Nautical Sportsnen

had the distinction still quite legible in their hearts. They had
still those clean perceptions of what is nice and nasty, what is

interesting and what is dull, which envious old gentlemen refer to
as illusions. The nightmare illusion of mddl e age, the bear's hug

of custom gradual ly squeezing the life out of a nan's soul, had not
yet begun for these happy-starred young Bel gians. They still knew
that the interest they took in their business was a trifling affair
conpared to their spontaneous, |ong-suffering affection for

nautical sports. To know what you prefer, instead of hunbly saying



Aren to what the world tells you you ought to prefer, is to have
kept your soul alive. Such a man may be generous; he nay be honest
in sonething nore than the commercial sense; he may |l ove his
friends with an el ective, personal synpathy, and not accept them as
an adjunct of the station to which he has been called. He may be a
man, in short, acting on his own instincts, keeping in his own
shape that God made himin; and not a nere crank in the socia
engi ne- house, wel ded on principles that he does not understand, and

for purposes that he does not care for

For will any one dare to tell me that business is nore entertaining
than fooling anong boats? He must have never seen a boat, or never
seen an office, who says so. And for certain the one is a great
deal better for the health. There should be nothing so nuch a
man' s busi ness as his anusenents. Nothing but noney-grubbi ng can

be put forward to the contrary; no one but

Mamon, the least erected spirit that fel

From Heaven

durst risk a word in answer. It is but a lying cant that would
represent the nmerchant and the banker as people disinterestedly
toiling for manki nd, and then nost useful when they are nost
absorbed in their transactions; for the man is nore inportant than
his services. And when ny Royal Nautical Sportsman shall have so
far fallen fromhis hopeful youth that he cannot pluck up an

ent husi asm over anything but his |edger, | venture to doubt whether
he will be near so nice a fellow, and whether he would wel cone,
with so good a grace, a couple of drenched Englishnen paddling into

Brussels in the dusk.

When we had changed our wet clothes and drunk a glass of pale ale

to the A ub's prosperity, one of their nunber escorted us to an



hotel. He would not join us at our dinner, but he had no objection
to a glass of wine. Enthusiasmis very wearing; and | begin to
under stand why prophets were unpopul ar in Judaea, where they were
best known. For three stricken hours did this excellent young nan
sit beside us to dilate on boats and boat-races; and before he

| eft, he was kind enough to order our bedroom candl es.

We endeavoured now and again to change the subject; but the
diversion did not last a nonent: the Royal Nautical Sportsman
bridl ed, shied, answered the question, and then breasted once nore
into the swelling tide of his subject. | call it his subject; but

I think it was he who was subjected. The ARETHUSA, who hol ds al
racing as a creature of the devil, found hinmself in a pitiful

dil enma. He durst not own his ignorance for the honour of Ad

Engl and, and spoke away about English clubs and English oarsnen
whose fanme had never before conme to his ears. Several tines, and,
once above all, on the question of sliding-seats, he was within an
ace of exposure. As for the ClGARETTE, who has rowed races in the
heat of his bl ood, but now di sowns these slips of his wanton youth,
his case was still nore desperate; for the Royal Nautical proposed
that he should take an oar in one of their eights on the norrow, to
compare the English with the Belgian stroke. | could see ny friend
perspiring in his chair whenever that particular topic cane up.

And there was yet another proposal which had the same effect on
both of us. It appeared that the chanpi on canoei st of Europe (as
wel | as nost ot her chanpions) was a Royal Nautical Sportsman. And
if we would only wait until the Sunday, this infernal paddl er would
be so condescendi ng as to acconpany us on our next stage. Neither

of us had the | east desire to drive the coursers of the sun agai nst

Apol | 0.

When the young nman was gone, we counternmanded our candl es, and

ordered some brandy and water. The great billows had gone over our



head. The Royal Nautical Sportsmen were as nice young fellows as a
man would wi sh to see, but they were a trifle too young and a

t hought too nautical for us. W began to see that we were old and
cynical; we liked ease and the agreeable ranbling of the human m nd
about this and the other subject; we did not want to di sgrace our
native |and by nessing an eight, or toiling pitifully in the wake
of the chanpion canoeist. |In short, we had recourse to flight. It
seenmed ungrateful, but we tried to nake that good on a card | oaded
with sincere conplinents. And indeed it was no tine for scruples;

we seened to feel the hot breath of the chanpion on our necks.

AT MAUBEUGE

PARTLY fromthe terror we had of our good friends the Roya
Nauticals, partly fromthe fact that there were no fewer than
fifty-five | ocks between Brussels and Charleroi, we concluded that
we should travel by train across the frontier, boats and all
Fifty-five locks in a day's journey was pretty well tantamunt to
trudgi ng the whol e di stance on foot, with the canoes upon our
shoul ders, an object of astonishnent to the trees on the cana

side, and of honest derision to all right-thinking children

To pass the frontier, even in a train, is a difficult matter for
the ARETHUSA. He is sonehow or other a marked man for the officia
eye. \Werever he journeys, there are the officers gathered
together. Treaties are solemly signed, foreign mnisters,
anmbassadors, and consuls sit throned in state fromChina to Peru
and the Union Jack flutters on all the wi nds of heaven. Under

t hese saf eguards, portly clergynmen, school-nistresses, gentlenen in



grey tweed suits, and all the ruck and rabble of British touristry
pour unhi ndered, MJRRAY in hand, over the railways of the
Continent, and yet the slimperson of the ARETHUSA is taken in the
meshes, while these great fish go on their way rejoicing. |If he
travel s without a passport, he is cast, w thout any figure about
the matter, into noisonme dungeons: if his papers are in order, he
is suffered to go his way indeed, but not until he has been
humiliated by a general incredulity. He is a born British subject,
yet he has never succeeded in persuading a single official of his
nationality. He flatters hinself he is indifferent honest; yet he
is rarely taken for anything better than a spy, and there is no
absurd and di sreputabl e neans of |ivelihood but has been attri buted

to himin sone heat of official or popular distrust.

For the life of ne | cannot understand it. | too have been knoll ed
to church, and sat at good nen's feasts; but | bear no mark of it.

I amas strange as a Jack Indian to their official spectacles.

m ght come fromany part of the globe, it seens, except from where
I do. M ancestors have | aboured in vain, and the glorious
Constitution cannot protect ne in my wal ks abroad. It is a great
thing, believe ne, to present a good nornal type of the nation you

bel ong to.

Nobody el se was asked for his papers on the way to Maubeuge; but |
was; and although I clung to ny rights, | had to choose at |ast
bet ween accepting the huniliation and being | eft behind by the

train. | was sorry to give way; but | wanted to get to Maubeuge

Maubeuge is a fortified towmn, with a very good inn, the GRAND CERF.
It seemed to be inhabited principally by soldiers and bagnen; at

| east, these were all that we saw, except the hotel servants. W
had to stay there some tinme, for the canoes were in no hurry to

follow us, and at l|ast stuck hopelessly in the custom house unti



we went back to |iberate them There was nothing to do, nothing to
see. W had good neals, which was a great natter; but that was

all.

The Cl GARETTE was nearly taken up upon a charge of draw ng the
fortifications: a feat of which he was hopel essly incapable. And
besi des, as | suppose each belligerent nation has a plan of the
other's fortified places already, these precautions are of the
nature of shutting the stable door after the steed is away. But |
have no doubt they help to keep up a good spirit at hone. It is a
great thing if you can persuade people that they are sonehow or
other partakers in a nystery. It nmakes themfeel bigger. Even the
Freemasons, who have been shown up to satiety, preserve a kind of
pride; and not a grocer anong them however honest, harn ess, and
enpty- headed he may feel hinself to be at bottom but cones hone
fromone of their COENACULA with a portentous significance for

hi nmsel f.

It is an odd thing, how happily two people, if there are two, can
live in a place where they have no acquaintance. | think the
spectacle of a whole life in which you have no part paral yses
personal desire. You are content to becone a nere spectator. The
baker stands in his door; the colonel with his three nedals goes by
to the CAFE at night; the troops drum and trunpet and man the
ranparts, as bold as so many lions. It would task | anguage to say
how placidly you behold all this. In a place where you have taken
some root, you are provoked out of your indifference; you have a
hand in the ganme; your friends are fighting with the arnmy. But in
a strange town, not snall enough to grow too soon faniliar, nor so
large as to have laid itself out for travellers, you stand so far
apart fromthe business, that you positively forget it would be
possible to go nearer; you have so little hunan interest around

you, that you do not renenber yourself to be a man. Perhaps, in a



very short tine, you would be one no | onger. Gymosophists go into
a wood, with all nature seething around them wi th romance on every
side; it would be nmuch nore to the purpose if they took up their
abode in a dull country town, where they should see just so nmuch of
humanity as to keep themfromdesiring nore, and only the stale
externals of man's life. These externals are as dead to us as so
many formalities, and speak a dead | anguage in our eyes and ears.
They have no nore nmeaning than an oath or a salutation. W are so
much accustoned to see married couples going to church of a Sunday
that we have clean forgotten what they represent; and novelists are
driven to rehabilitate adultery, no |l ess, when they wi sh to show us
what a beautiful thing it is for a man and a woman to live for each

ot her.

One person in Maubeuge, however, showed ne sonething nore than his
outside. That was the driver of the hotel ommibus: a nmean enough
|l ooking little man, as well as | can remenber; but with a spark of
somet hing hunman in his soul. He had heard of our little journey,
and cane to ne at once in envious synpathy. How he |onged to
travel! he told ne. How he |longed to be somewhere el se, and see
the round world before he went into the grave! 'Here |l am' said
he. 'I drive to the station. Well. And then | drive back again
to the hotel. And so on every day and all the week round. M GCod,
is that life?" | could not say | thought it was - for him He
pressed me to tell himwhere | had been, and where | hoped to go;
and as he listened, | declare the fellow sighed. Mght not this
have been a brave African traveller, or gone to the Indies after
Drake? But it is an evil age for the gypsily inclined anong nen.
He who can sit squarest on a three-legged stool, he it is who has

the wealth and gl ory.

I wonder if nmy friend is still driving the omibus for the G and

Cerf? Not very likely, | believe; for |I think he was on the eve of



mut i ny when we passed through, and perhaps our passage deternined
him for good. Better a thousand tines that he should be a tranp,
and nend pots and pans by the wayside, and sl eep under trees, and
see the dawn and t he sunset every day above a new horizon. | think
| hear you say that it is a respectable position to drive an

omi bus? Very well. What right has he who likes it not, to keep
those who would like it dearly out of this respectable position?
Suppose a dish were not to ny taste, and you told ne that it was a
favourite anongst the rest of the conpany, what should | concl ude

fromthat? Not to finish the dish against nmy stonmach, | suppose.

Respectability is a very good thing inits way, but it does not
rise superior to all considerations. | would not for a nonent
venture to hint that it was a matter of taste; but | think I wll
go as far as this: that if a position is adnmittedly unkind,
unconfortabl e, unnecessary, and superfluously useless, although it
were as respectable as the Church of England, the sooner a man is

out of it, the better for hinself, and all concerned.

ON THE SAMBRE CANALI SED

TO QUARTES

ABQUT three in the afternoon the whol e establishment of the GRAND
CERF acconpanied us to the water's edge. The nman of the omi bus
was there with haggard eyes. Poor cage-bird! Do | not renenber
the tine when | nyself haunted the station, to watch train after
train carry its conplenment of freenen into the night, and read the

nanes of distant places on the tine-bills with indescribable



| ongi ngs?

W were not clear of the fortifications before the rain began. The
wi nd was contrary, and blew in furious gusts; nor were the aspects
of nature any nore clenent than the doings of the sky. For we
passed through a stretch of blighted country, sparsely covered with
brush, but handsonely enough diversified with factory chi meys. W
| anded in a soiled neadow anong sone pollards, and there snoked a
pipe in a flaw of fair weather. But the wind blew so hard, we
could get little else to snoke. There were no natural objects in

t he nei ghbourhood, but sone sordid workshops. A group of children
headed by a tall girl stood and watched us froma little distance

all the time we stayed. | heartily wonder what they thought of us.

At Hautnont, the | ock was al nost inpassable; the |anding-pl ace
bei ng steep and high, and the launch at a long distance. Near a
dozen grinmy workmen lent us a hand. They refused any reward; and,
what is nuch better, refused it handsomely, wi thout conveying any
sense of insult. 'It is a way we have in our countryside,' said
they. And a very beconing way it is. |In Scotland, where also you
will get services for nothing, the good people reject your noney as
if you had been trying to corrupt a voter. Wen people take the
trouble to do dignified acts, it is worth while to take a little
more, and allow the dignity to be common to all concerned. But in
our brave Saxon countries, where we plod threescore years and ten
in the nud, and the wi nd keeps singing in our ears frombirth to
burial, we do our good and bad with a high hand and al nost

of fensi vely; and nake even our alns a w tness-bearing and an act of

war agai nst the wong.

After Hautnont, the sun cane forth again and the wi nd went down;
and a little paddling took us beyond the ironworks and through a

del ectable land. The river wound anong low hills, so that



sonetines the sun was at our backs, and sonetines it stood right
ahead, and the river before us was one sheet of intolerable glory.
On either hand, nmeadows and orchards bordered, with a margi n of
sedge and water flowers, upon the river. The hedges were of great
hei ght, woven about the trunks of hedgerow elns; and the fields, as
they were often very small, |ooked Iike a series of bowers al ong
the stream There was never any prospect; sonetinmes a hill-top
with its trees would | ook over the nearest hedgerow, just to make a
m ddl e di stance for the sky; but that was all. The heaven was bare
of clouds. The atnosphere, after the rain, was of enchanting
purity. The river doubled anong the hillocks, a shining strip of
mrror glass; and the dip of the paddl es set the fl owers shaking

al ong the brink.

In the meadows wandered bl ack and white cattle fantastically

mar ked. One beast, with a white head and the rest of the body
gl ossy black, came to the edge to drink, and stood gravely
twitching his ears at me as | went by, |ike some sort of
preposterous clergyman in a play. A nmonent after | heard a | oud
pl unge, and, turning nmy head, saw the clergyman struggling to

shore. The bank had gi ven way under his feet.

Besides the cattle, we saw no living things except a few birds and
a great many fishernen. These sat al ong the edges of the neadows,
sonmetines with one rod, sonetines with as many as half a score.
They seemed stupefied with contentnent; and when we induced themto
exchange a few words with us about the weather, their voices
sounded qui et and far away. There was a strange diversity of

opi nion anong themas to the kind of fish for which they set their
lures; although they were all agreed in this, that the river was
abundantly supplied. Were it was plain that no two of them had
ever caught the sane kind of fish, we could not help suspecting

that perhaps not any one of them had ever caught a fish at all. |



hope, since the afternoon was so |lovely, that they were one and all
rewarded; and that a silver booty went hone in every basket for the
pot. Sonme of ny friends would cry shane on ne for this; but I
prefer a man, were he only an angler, to the bravest pair of gills
inall God s waters. | do not affect fishes unless when cooked in
sauce; whereas an angler is an inportant piece of river scenery,
and hence deserves sone recognition anong canoeists. He can al ways
tell you where you are after a mild fashion; and his quiet presence
serves to accentuate the solitude and stillness, and renind you of

the glittering citizens bel ow your boat.

The Sanmbre turned so industriously to and fro anong his little
hills, that it was past six before we drew near the | ock at
Quartes. There were sone children on the towpath, with whomthe
Cl GARETTE fell into a chaffing talk as they ran al ong besi de us.
It was in vain that | warned him |In vainl told him in English
that boys were the nobst dangerous creatures; and if once you began
with them it was safe to end in a shower of stones. For ny own
part, whenever anything was addressed to ne, | smiled gently and
shook ny head as though | were an inoffensive person inadequately
acquainted with French. For indeed | have had such experience at
hone, that | would sooner neet many wild aninmals than a troop of

heal t hy urchins.

But | was doing injustice to these peaceabl e young Hai naul ters.
When the Cl GARETTE went off to make inquiries, | got out upon the
bank to snoke a pi pe and superintend the boats, and becane at once
the centre of nuch anmiable curiosity. The children had been joined
by this tine by a young wonman and a nmld | ad who had | ost an arm
and this gave ne nore security. Wen | let slip my first word or
so in French, a little girl nodded her head with a comi cal grown-up
air. 'Ah, you see,' she said, 'he understands well enough now, he

was just making believe.' And the little group |aughed together



very good-naturedly.

They were rmuch inpressed when they heard we came from Engl and; and
the little girl proffered the information that England was an

island 'and a far way fromhere - BIEN LOND ICl."'

"Ay, you may say that, a far way fromhere,' said the lad with one

arm

I was as nearly hone-sick as ever | was in ny life; they seened to
make it such an incal cul able distance to the place where | first
saw the day. They admired the canoes very nuch. And | observed
one piece of delicacy in these children, which is worthy of record.
They had been deafening us for the | ast hundred yards with
petitions for a sail; ay, and they deafened us to the sane tune
next norning when we cane to start; but then, when the canoes were
lying enpty, there was no word of any such petition. Delicacy? or
perhaps a bit of fear for the water in so crank a vessel? | hate
cynicisma great deal worse than | do the devil; unless perhaps the
two were the sanme thing? And yet 'tis a good tonic; the cold tub
and bath-towel of the sentinents; and positively necessary to life

in cases of advanced sensibility.

Fromthe boats they turned to ny costunme. They could not mnake

enough of my red sash; and ny knife filled themw th awe.

"They make themlike that in England,' said the boy with one arm
I was glad he did not know how badly we nmake themin England now a-
days. 'They are for people who go away to sea,' he added, 'and to

defend one's |ife against great fish.

| felt I was becoming a nore and nore romantic figure to the little

group at every word. And so | suppose | was. Even ny pipe,



al though it was an ordinary French clay pretty well 'trousered,' as
they call it, would have a rarity in their eyes, as a thing coning
fromso far away. And if ny feathers were not very fine in

t hensel ves, they were all fromover seas. One thing in ny outfit,
however, tickled themout of all politeness; and that was the
bemired condition of my canvas shoes. | suppose they were sure the
mud at any rate was a hone product. The little girl (who was the
geni us of the party) displayed her own sabots in conpetition; and

wi sh you coul d have seen how gracefully and merrily she did it.

The young woman's mi | k-can, a great anphora of hammered brass,
stood sone way off upon the sward. | was glad of an opportunity to
divert public attention fromnyself, and return sone of the
complinents | had received. So | admired it cordially both for
formand colour, telling them and very truly, that it was as
beautiful as gold. They were not surprised. The things were
plainly the boast of the countryside. And the children expatiated
on the costliness of these anphorae, which sell sonetines as high
as thirty francs apiece; told ne how they were carried on donkeys,
one on either side of the saddle, a brave caparison in thensel ves;
and how they were to be seen all over the district, and at the

larger farms in great nunber and of great size.

PONT- SUR- SAMBRE

VE ARE PEDLARS

THE Cl GARETTE returned with good news. There were beds to be had

some ten mnutes' walk fromwhere we were, at a place called Pont.



We stowed the canoes in a granary, and asked anong the children for
a guide. The circle at once w dened round us, and our offers of
reward were received in dispiriting silence. W were plainly a
pair of Bluebeards to the children; they might speak to us in
public places, and where they had the advantage of nunbers; but it
was another thing to venture off alone with two uncouth and

| egendary characters, who had dropped fromthe cl ouds upon their
ham et this quiet afternoon, sashed and be-knived, and with a
flavour of great voyages. The owner of the granary canme to our
assi stance, singled out one little fellow and threatened himw th
corporalities; or | suspect we should have had to find the way for
ourselves. As it was, he was nore frightened at the granary nan
than the strangers, having perhaps had sonme experience of the
former. But | fancy his little heart nmust have been going at a
fine rate; for he kept trotting at a respectful distance in front,
and | ooking back at us with scared eyes. Not otherw se nay the
children of the young world have guided Jove or one of his A ynpian

conpeers on an adventure.

A mry lane led us up fromQuartes with its church and bi ckering
windmill. The hinds were trudging honewards fromthe fields. A
brisk little wonan passed us by. She was seated across a donkey
between a pair of glittering mlk-cans; and, as she went, she

ki cked jauntily with her heels upon the donkey's side, and
scattered shrill remarks anong the wayfarers. |t was notabl e that
none of the tired men took the trouble to reply. Qur conductor
soon |l ed us out of the lane and across country. The sun had gone
down, but the west in front of us was one | ake of level gold. The
pat h wandered a while in the open, and then passed under a trellis
like a bower indefinitely prolonged. On either hand were shadowy
orchards; cottages lay | ow anong the | eaves, and sent their snoke
to heaven; every here and there, in an opening, appeared the great

gol d face of the west.



I never saw the Cl GARETTE in such an idyllic frame of mind. He
waxed positively lyrical in praise of country scenes. | was little
| ess exhilarated nyself; the mld air of the evening, the shadows,
the rich lights and the silence, nade a synphoni ous acconpani nent
about our wal k; and we both determined to avoid towns for the

future and sleep in hamets.

At | ast the path went between two houses, and turned the party out
into a wi de nuddy hi gh-road, bordered, as far as the eye could
reach on either hand, by an unsightly village. The houses stood
wel | back, |eaving a ribbon of waste |and on either side of the
road, where there were stacks of firewood, carts, barrows, rubbish-
heaps, and a little doubtful grass. Away on the left, a gaunt
tower stood in the niddle of the street. What it had been in past
ages, | know not: probably a hold in tine of war; but now a-days
it bore anillegible dial-plate in its upper parts, and near the

bottoman iron | etter-box.

The inn to which we had been reconmended at Quartes was full, or

el se the landlady did not like our |ooks. | ought to say, that
with our | ong, danmp india-rubber bags, we presented rather a
doubtful type of civilisation: |ike rag-and-bone nmen, the

Cl GARETTE i nagi ned. ' These gentlenen are pedlars? - CES MESSI EURS
SONT DES MARCHANDS?' - asked the | andlady. And then, without

wai ting for an answer, which |I suppose she thought superfluous in
so plain a case, recommended us to a butcher who lived hard by the

tower, and took in travellers to | odge.

Thither went we. But the butcher was flitting, and all his beds
were taken down. O else he didn't like our look. As a parting

shot, we had ' These gentl enen are pedl ars?



It began to grow dark in earnest. W could no |onger distinguish
the faces of the people who passed us by with an inarticul ate good-
evening. And the househol ders of Pont seened very economcal wth
their oil; for we saw not a single window lighted in all that |ong
village. | believe it is the longest village in the world; but |
daresay in our predicanent every pace counted three tinmes over. W
were much cast down when we canme to the | ast auberge; and | ooking
in at the dark door, asked timdly if we could sleep there for the
night. A fenmale voice assented in no very friendly tones. W

cl apped the bags down and found our way to chairs.

The place was in total darkness, save a red glow in the chinks and
ventilators of the stove. But nowthe landlady Iit a lanmp to see
her new guests; | suppose the darkness was what saved us anot her
expul sion; for | cannot say she | ooked gratified at our appearance.
W were in a large bare apartnent, adorned with two allegorica
prints of Miusic and Painting, and a copy of the | aw agai nst public
drunkenness. On one side, there was a bit of a bar, with sone

hal f - a-dozen bottles. Two |abourers sat waiting supper, in
attitudes of extreme weariness; a plain-looking | ass bustled about
with a sleepy child of two; and the |andlady began to derange the

pots upon the stove, and set sonme beefsteak to grill.

' These gentlenmen are pedlars?' she asked sharply. And that was al
the conversation forthcom ng. W began to think we m ght be
pedlars after all. | never knew a population with so narrow a
range of conjecture as the innkeepers of Pont-sur-Sanbre. But
manners and bearing have not a w der currency than bank-notes. You
have only to get far enough out of your beat, and all your
acconplished airs will go for nothing. These Hainaulters could see
no di fference between us and the average pedlar. |ndeed we had
some grounds for reflection while the steak was getting ready, to

see how perfectly they accepted us at their own val uati on, and how



our best politeness and best efforts at entertai nment seened to fit
quite suitably with the character of packmen. At least it seened a
good account of the profession in France, that even before such

judges we could not beat them at our own weapons.

At last we were called to table. The two hinds (and one of them

| ooked sadly worn and white in the face, as though sick with over-
wor k and under-feeding) supped off a single plate of sone sort of
bread-berry, sone potatoes in their jackets, a small cup of coffee
sweet ened with sugar-candy, and one tunbler of sw pes. The

| andl ady, her son, and the |ass aforesaid, took the sane. CQur neal
was quite a banquet by conparison. W had sone beefsteak, not so
tender as it mght have been, sone of the potatoes, sonme cheese, an

extra glass of the sw pes, and white sugar in our coffee.

You see what it is to be a gentleman - | beg your pardon, what it
is to be a pedlar. It had not before occurred to ne that a pedl ar
was a great man in a | abourer's al e-house; but nowthat | had to
enact the part for an evening, | found that so it was. He has in
his hedge quarters somewhat the same pre-eninency as the nan who
takes a private parlour in an hotel. The nmore you look into it,
the more infinite are the class distinctions anong nmen; and

possi bly, by a happy di spensation, there is no one at all at the
bottom of the scale; no one but can find sone superiority over

somebody el se, to keep up his pride wthal

We were displeased enough with our fare. Particularly the

Cl GARETTE, for | tried to make believe that | was amused with the
adventure, tough beefsteak and all. According to the Lucretian
maxi m our steak shoul d have been flavoured by the | ook of the
other people's bread-berry. But we did not find it so in practice.
You may have a head- know edge that other people live nore poorly

than yourself, but it is not agreeable - | was going to say, it is



agai nst the etiquette of the universe - to sit at the sane table
and pick your own superior diet fromanong their crusts. | had not
seen such a thing done since the greedy boy at school with his
birthday cake. It was odious enough to witness, | could renenber;
and | had never thought to play the part nyself. But there again

you see what it is to be a pedlar.

There is no doubt that the poorer classes in our country are nuch
nmore charitably disposed than their superiors in wealth. And

fancy it must arise a great deal fromthe conparative indistinction
of the easy and the not so easy in these ranks. A workman or a
pedl ar cannot shutter hinself off fromhis |less confortable

nei ghbours. |If he treats hinmself to a luxury, he nust do it in the
face of a dozen who cannot. And what should nore directly lead to
charitabl e thoughts? . . . Thus the poor nman, canping out in life,
sees it as it is, and knows that every nouthful he puts in his

belly has been wrenched out of the fingers of the hungry.

But at a certain stage of prosperity, as in a balloon ascent, the
fortunate person passes through a zone of clouds, and subl unary
matters are thenceforward hidden fromhis view He sees nothing
but the heavenly bodies, all in admrable order, and positively as
good as new. He finds hinself surrounded in the nobst touching
manner by the attentions of Providence, and conpares hinself
involuntarily with the lilies and the skylarks. He does not

preci sely sing, of course; but then he | ooks so unassuning in his
open landau! If all the world dined at one table, this phil osophy

woul d neet with sone rude knocks.

PONT- SUR- SAMBRE



THE TRAVELLI NG MERCHANT

LIKE the lackeys in Mliere's farce, when the true nobl eman broke
inon their high life below stairs, we were destined to be
confronted with a real pedlar. To nake the lesson still nore

poi gnant for fallen gentlenmen |like us, he was a pedl ar of

infinitely nore consideration than the sort of scurvy fellows we

were taken for: |like a lion anmobng nmice, or a ship of war bearing
down upon two cock-boats. Indeed, he did not deserve the name of
pedlar at all: he was a travelling nerchant.

| suppose it was about hal f-past eight when this worthy, Monsieur
Hector G lliard of Maubeuge, turned up at the al e-house door in a
tilt cart drawn by a donkey, and cried cheerily on the inhabitants.
He was a |l ean, nervous flibbertigi bbet of a nman, with sonething the
| ook of an actor, and sonething the | ook of a horse-jockey. He had
evidently prospered w thout any of the favours of education; for he
adhered with stern sinplicity to the masculine gender, and in the
course of the evening passed off sonme fancy futures in a very
florid style of architecture. Wth himcane his wife, a conely
young wonman with her hair tied in a yellow kerchief, and their son
alittle fellow of four, in a blouse and nmilitary KEPI. It was
notabl e that the child was many degrees better dressed than either
of the parents. W were inforned he was already at a boardi ng-
school ; but the holidays having just commenced, he was off to spend
themwi th his parents on a cruise. An enchanting holiday
occupation, was it not? to travel all day with father and nother in
the tilt cart full of countless treasures; the green country
rattling by on either side, and the children in all the vill ages
contenplating himw th envy and wonder? It is better fun, during

the holidays, to be the son of a travelling nmerchant, than son and



heir to the greatest cotton-spinner in creation. And as for being
a reigning prince - indeed | never saw one if it was not Master

Glliard!

While M Hector and the son of the house were putting up the
donkey, and getting all the valuabl es under | ock and key, the

| andl ady warnmed up the remains of our beefsteak, and fried the cold
potatoes in slices, and Madane G lliard set herself to waken the
boy, who had cone far that day, and was peevish and dazzl ed by the
light. He was no sooner awake than he began to prepare hinself for
supper by eating galette, unripe pears, and cold potatoes - wth,

so far as | could judge, positive benefit to his appetite.

The | andl ady, fired with notherly enul ati on, awoke her own little
girl; and the two children were confronted. Master Glliard | ooked
at her for a noment, very nuch as a dog | ooks at his own reflection
inamrror before he turns anay. He was at that time absorbed in
the galette. His nother seenmed crestfallen that he should display
so little inclination towards the other sex; and expressed her

di sappoi ntment with sone candour and a very proper reference to the

i nfluence of years.

Sure enough a time will come when he will pay nore attention to the
girls, and think a great deal less of his nother: |et us hope she
will like it as well as she seened to fancy. But it is odd enough
the very wonmen who profess nost contenpt for nmankind as a sex, seem
to find even its ugliest particulars rather lively and hi gh-m nded

in their own sons.

The little girl |ooked |onger and with nore interest, probably
because she was in her own house, while he was a traveller and
accustonmed to strange sights. And besides there was no galette in

the case with her.



Al'l the time of supper, there was nothing spoken of but my young
lord. The two parents were both absurdly fond of their child.
Monsi eur kept insisting on his sagacity: how he knew all the
children at school by nane; and when this utterly failed on trial
how he was cautious and exact to a strange degree, and if asked
anything, he would sit and think - and think, and if he did not
know it, 'nmy faith, he wouldn't tell you at all - FO, IL NE VOUS
LE DIRA PAS': which is certainly a very high degree of caution

At intervals, M Hector would appeal to his wife, with his nouth
full of beefsteak, as to the little fellow s age at such or such a
ti me when he had said or done sonething nenorable; and | noticed
that Madame usual |y pooh-poohed these inquiries. She herself was
not boastful in her vein; but she never had her fill of caressing
the child; and she seenmed to take a gentle pleasure in recalling
all that was fortunate in his little existence. No school boy could
have tal ked nore of the holidays which were just beginning and | ess
of the black school-tine which nmust inevitably follow after. She
showed, with a pride perhaps partly nmercantile in origin, his
pockets preposterously swollen with tops and whistles and string.
When she called at a house in the way of business, it appeared he
kept her conpany; and whenever a sale was nade, received a sou out
of the profit. |Indeed they spoiled himvastly, these two good
people. But they had an eye to his manners for all that, and
reproved himfor sone little faults in breeding, which occurred

fromtime to time during supper.

On the whole, | was not nuch hurt at being taken for a pedlar. |
m ght think that | ate with greater delicacy, or that ny nistakes
in French belonged to a different order; but it was plain that
these distinctions would be thrown away upon the |andlady and the
two | abourers. In all essential things we and the GIliards cut
very much the sane figure in the al e-house kitchen. M Hector was

nmore at hone, indeed, and took a higher tone with the world; but



that was explicable on the ground of his driving a donkey-cart,
whil e we poor bodies tranped afoot. | daresay, the rest of the
conmpany thought us dying with envy, though in no ill sense, to be

as far up in the profession as the new arrival

And of one thing | amsure: that every one thawed and becane nore
humani sed and conversi bl e as soon as these i nnocent peopl e appeared
upon the scene. | would not very readily trust the travelling
merchant with any extravagant sum of noney; but | am sure his heart
was in the right place. In this mxed world, if you can find one
or two sensible places in a man - above all, if you should find a
whole fam ly living together on such pleasant terns - you nay
surely be satisfied, and take the rest for granted; or, what is a
great deal better, boldly nake up your nind that you can do
perfectly well without the rest; and that ten thousand bad traits

cannot make a single good one any the | ess good.

It was getting late. M Hector lit a stable lantern and went off
to his cart for sonme arrangenents; and nmy young gentl enman proceeded
to divest hinmself of the better part of his rainment, and play
gymastics on his nother's lap, and thence on to the floor, with

acconpani nent of | aughter.

"Are you going to sleep alone? asked the servant |ass.

"There's little fear of that,' says Master G lliard.

"You sl eep alone at school,' objected his nother. 'Cone, cone, you

nust be a nman.'

But he protested that school was a different matter fromthe
hol i days; that there were dormtories at school; and silenced the

di scussion with kisses: his nother smiling, no one better pleased



t han she.

There certainly was, as he phrased it, very little fear that he
shoul d sl eep alone; for there was but one bed for the trio. W, on
our part, had firmy protested agai nst one nan's acconmodati on for
two; and we had a doubl e-bedded pen in the Ioft of the house,

furni shed, beside the beds, with exactly three hat-pegs and one
table. There was not so much as a glass of water. But the w ndow

woul d open, by good fortune.

Sone tine before | fell asleep the loft was full of the sound of
nmghty snoring: the Glliards, and the | abourers, and the people
of the inn, all at it, | suppose, with one consent. The young noon
out si de shone very clearly over Pont-sur-Sanbre, and down upon the

al e- house where all we pedlars were abed.

ON THE SAMBRE CANALI SED

TO LANDRECI ES

I N the norning, when we cane downstairs, the |andl ady pointed out
to us two pails of water behind the street-door. 'VO LA DE L'EAU
POUR VOUS DEBARBOUI LLER,' says she. And so there we made a shift
to wash ourselves, while Madane G lliard brushed the fam |y boots
on the outer doorstep, and M Hector, whistling cheerily, arranged
some snmall goods for the day's canpaign in a portable chest of
drawers, which formed a part of his baggage. Meanwhile the child

was letting off Waterl oo crackers all over the fl oor



| wonder, by-the-bye, what they call Waterl oo crackers in France;
perhaps Austerlitz crackers. There is a great deal in the point of
view. Do you renenber the Frenchman who, travelling by way of

Sout hanpt on, was put down in Waterl oo Station, and had to drive

across Waterloo Bridge? He had a nmind to go honme again, it seens.

Pont itself is on the river, but whereas it is ten minutes' walk
fromQartes by dry land, it is six weary kilonmetres by water. W
| eft our bags at the inn, and wal ked to our canoes through the wet
orchards unencunbered. Sone of the children were there to see us
of f, but we were no | onger the nysterious beings of the night
before. A departure is nuch less ronantic than an unexpl ai ned
arrival in the golden evening. Although we mght be greatly taken
at a ghost's first appearance, we should behold himvanish with

conparative equanimty.

The good folk of the inn at Pont, when we called there for the
bags, were overcome with marvelling. At sight of these two dainty
little boats, with a fluttering Union Jack on each, and all the
varni sh shining fromthe sponge, they began to perceive that they
had entertai ned angel s unawares. The | andl ady stood upon the

bri dge, probably lanmenting she had charged so little; the son ran
to and fro, and called out the neighbours to enjoy the sight; and
we paddl ed away fromquite a crowd of wapt observers. These

gentl enen pedl ars, indeed! Now you see their quality too |ate.

The whol e day was showery, wi th occasional drenching plunmps. W
were soaked to the skin, then partially dried in the sun, then
soaked once nore. But there were sone calmintervals, and one

not ably, when we were skirting the forest of Mormal, a sinister
nane to the ear, but a place nost gratifying to sight and snell.

It 1 ooked solem along the river-side, drooping its boughs into the

water, and piling themup aloft into a wall of |eaves. Wat is a



forest but a city of nature's own, full of hardy and i nnocuous
living things, where there is nothing dead and nothing nade with
the hands, but the citizens thensel ves are the houses and public
monunents? There is nothing so nuch alive, and yet so quiet, as a
woodl and; and a pair of people, sw nging past in canoes, feel very

smal | and bustling by conparison

And surely of all snells in the world, the snell of many trees is
the sweetest and nost fortifying. The sea has a rude, pistolling
sort of odour, that takes you in the nostrils Iike snuff, and
carries with it a fine sentinment of open water and tall ships; but
the snmell of a forest, which comes nearest to this in tonic
quality, surpasses it by nmany degrees in the quality of softness.
Again, the smell of the sea has little variety, but the snell of a
forest is infinitely changeful; it varies with the hour of the day,
not in strength merely, but in character; and the different sorts
of trees, as you go fromone zone of the wood to another, seemto
live anong different kinds of atnosphere. Usually the resin of the
fir predom nates. But some woods are nmore coquettish in their
habits; and the breath of the forest of Mormal, as it came aboard
upon us that showery afternoon, was perfuned with nothing |ess

delicate than sweetbrier.

I wish our way had always | ain anong woods. Trees are the nost
civil society. An old oak that has been grow ng where he stands
since before the Refornmation, taller than many spires, nore stately
than the greater part of nountains, and yet a living thing, liable
to sicknesses and death, like you and me: is not that initself a
speaking | esson in history? But acres on acres full of such
patriarchs contiguously rooted, their green tops billowing in the
wi nd, their stalwart younglings pushing up about their knees: a
whol e forest, healthy and beautiful, giving colour to the |ight,

giving perfune to the air: what is this but the npst inposing



piece in nature's repertory? Heine wished to lie |ike Merlin under
the oaks of Broceliande. | should not be satisfied with one tree;
but if the wood grew together |ike a banyan grove, | would be

buri ed under the tap-root of the whole; ny parts should circulate
fromoak to oak; and ny consciousness should be diffused abroad in
all the forest, and give a common heart to that assenbly of green
spires, so that it also mght rejoice inits own |oveliness and
dignity. | think | feel a thousand squirrels |eaping frombough to
bough in ny vast mausol eum and the birds and the winds nmerrily

coursing over its uneven, |eafy surface.

Al as! the forest of Mormal is only a little bit of a wood, and it
was but for alittle way that we skirted by its boundaries. And
the rest of the time the rain kept comng in squirts and the w nd
in squalls, until one's heart grew weary of such fitful, scolding
weather. It was odd how the showers began when we had to carry the
boats over a | ock, and nust expose our |egs. They always did.

This is a sort of thing that readily begets a personal feeling

agai nst nature. There seens no reason why the shower shoul d not
come five mnutes before or five mnutes after, unless you suppose
an intention to affront you. The Cl GARETTE had a macki nt osh whi ch
put himnmnore or |ess above these contrarieties. But | had to bear
the brunt uncovered. | began to renmenber that nature was a woman.
My conpanion, in a rosier tenper, listened with great satisfaction
to ny Jerem ads, and ironically concurred. He instanced, as a
cognate matter, the action of the tides, '"which,' said he, 'was

al t oget her designed for the confusion of canoeists, except in so
far as it was calculated to minister to a barren vanity on the part

of the noon.

At the last lock, sonme little way out of Landrecies, | refused to
go any farther; and sat in a drift of rain by the side of the bank

to have a reviving pipe. A vivacious old nman, whom | take to have



been the devil, drew near and questioned ne about our journey. In

the ful ness of ny heart, | laid bare our plans before him He said
it was the silliest enterprise that ever he heard of. Wy, did

not know, he asked ne, that it was nothing but |ocks, |ocks, |ocks,
t he whol e way? not to mention that, at this season of the year, we

should find the Gse quite dry? "'Get into a train, ny little young

man,' said he, | and go you away honme to your parents.' | was so
astounded at the man's malice, that | could only stare at himin
silence. A tree would never have spoken to me like this. At |ast
| got out with sone words. W had cone from Antwerp al ready, |
told him which was a good | ong way; and we should do the rest in
spite of him Yes, | said, if there were no other reason, | would
do it now, just because he had dared to say we could not. The

pl easant ol d gentlenman | ooked at ne sneeringly, made an allusion to

my canoe, and marched of, waggling his head.

I was still inwardly fum ng, when up cane a pair of young fellows,
who imagined | was the Cl GARETTE S servant, on a conparison, |
suppose, of ny bare jersey with the other's macki ntosh, and asked
me many questions about ny place and ny master's character. | said

he was a good enough fellow, but had this absurd voyage on the

head. 'O no, no,' said one, 'you must not say that; it is not
absurd; it is very courageous of him' | believe these were a
coupl e of angels sent to give ne heart again. It was truly

fortifying to reproduce all the old man's insinuations, as if they
were original to me in ny character of a nal content footman, and
have them brushed away |i ke so many flies by these adm rable young

nmen.

When | recounted this affair to the Cl GARETTE, 'They nust have a
curious idea of how English servants behave,' says he dryly, 'for

you treated ne like a brute beast at the | ock.



I was a good deal nortified; but nmy tenper had suffered, it is a

fact.

AT LANDRECI ES

AT Landrecies the rain still fell and the wind still blew but we
found a doubl e-bedded roomwith plenty of furniture, real water-
jugs with real water in them and dinner: a real dinner, not

i nnocent of real wine. After having been a pedlar for one night,
and a butt for the elenents during the whole of the next day, these
confortabl e circunstances fell on ny heart |ike sunshine. There
was an English fruiterer at dinner, travelling with a Bel gi an
fruiterer; in the evening at the CAFE, we watched our conpatri ot
drop a good deal of noney at corks; and | don't know why, but this

pl eased us.

It turned out we were to see nore of Landrecies than we expected;
for the weather next day was sinply bedlanite. It is not the place
one woul d have chosen for a day's rest; for it consists al nost
entirely of fortifications. Wthin the ranparts, a few bl ocks of
houses, a long row of barracks, and a church, figure, wth what
count enance they may, as the town. There seens to be no trade; and
a shopkeeper from whom | bought a sixpenny flint-and-steel, was so
much affected that he filled my pockets with spare flints into the
bargain. The only public buildings that had any interest for us
were the hotel and the CAFE. But we visited the church. There
lies Marshal O arke. But as neither of us had ever heard of that

mlitary hero, we bore the associations of the spot with fortitude.

In all garrison towns, guard-calls, and REVEILLES, and such IiKke,



make a fine romantic interlude in civic business. Bugles, and
drums, and fifes, are of thensel ves nost excellent things in
nature; and when they carry the nmnd to marching armes, and the

pi cturesque vicissitudes of war, they stir up something proud in
the heart. But in a shadow of a town |ike Landrecies, with little
el se noving, these points of war nade a proportionate commmoti on.

I ndeed, they were the only things to renenber. It was just the

pl ace to hear the round going by at night in the darkness, with the
solid tranp of nmen marching, and the startling reverberations of
the drum It rem nded you, that even this place was a point in the
great warfaring systemof Europe, and nmight on some future day be
ringed about with cannon snoke and thunder, and neke itself a nane

anong strong towns.

The drum at any rate, fromits martial voice and notable
physi ol ogi cal effect, nay, even fromits cunbrous and com ca
shape, stands al one anong the instruments of noise. And if it be
true, as | have heard it said, that druns are covered with asses
skin, what a picturesque irony is there in that! As if this |ong-
suffering aninmal's hide had not been sufficiently bel aboured during
life, now by Lyonnese costernongers, now by presunptuous Hebrew
prophets, it mnmust be stripped fromhis poor hinder quarters after
death, stretched on a drum and beaten night after night round the
streets of every garrison town in Europe. And up the heights of

Al ma and Spi cheren, and wherever death has his red flag a-flying,
and sounds his own potent tuck upon the cannons, there al so nust
the drunmmer-boy, hurrying with white face over fallen conrades,
batter and bemaul this slip of skin fromthe |oins of peaceable

donkeys.

Generally a man is never nore usel essly enployed than when he is at
this trick of bastinadoing asses' hide. W know what effect it has

inlife, and how your dull ass will not nmend his pace with beating.



But in this state of mummy and nel ancholy survival of itself, when
the holl ow skin reverberates to the drummer's wist, and each dub-
a-dub goes direct to a man's heart, and puts nadness there, and
that disposition of the pul ses which we, in our big way of talking,
ni ckname Heroism- is there not something in the nature of a
revenge upon the donkey's persecutors? O old, he might say, you
drubbed me up hill and down dale, and | nust endure; but now that |
am dead, those dull thwacks that were scarcely audible in country

| anes, have becone stirring nusic in front of the brigade; and for
every blow that you lay on ny old greatcoat, you will see a conrade

stunbl e and fall

Not long after the druns had passed the CAFE, the Cl GARETTE and the
ARETHUSA began to grow sl eepy, and set out for the hotel, which was
only a door or two away. But although we had been sonmewhat
indifferent to Landrecies, Landrecies had not been indifferent to
us. Al day, we |earned, people had been running out between the
squalls to visit our two boats. Hundreds of persons, so said
report, although it fitted ill with our idea of the town - hundreds
of persons had inspected them where they lay in a coal -shed. W
were beconing lions in Landrecies, who had been only pedlars the

ni ght before in Pont.

And now, when we |left the CAFE, we were pursued and overtaken at
the hotel door by no |l ess a person than the JUGE DE PAIX: a
functionary, as far as | can nake out, of the character of a Scots
Sheriff-Substitute. He gave us his card and invited us to sup with
himon the spot, very neatly, very gracefully, as Frenchrmen can do
these things. It was for the credit of Landrecies, said he; and

al t hough we knew very well how little credit we could do the place,
we nust have been churlish fellows to refuse an invitation so

politely introduced



The house of the Judge was close by; it was a well-appointed

bachel or's establishnment, with a curious collection of old brass
war m ng- pans upon the walls. Sone of these were nost el aborately
carved. It seenmed a picturesque idea for a collector. You could
not hel p thinking how many ni ght-caps had wagged over these

war m ng- pans in past generations; what jests nay have been nade,
and ki sses taken, while they were in service; and how often they
had been usel essly paraded in the bed of death. If they could only
speak, at what absurd, indecorous, and tragical scenes had they not

been present!

The wi ne was excellent. Wen we nmade the Judge our conplinents
upon a bottle, 'l do not give it you as ny worst,' said he. |

wonder when Englishnen will |earn these hospitable graces. They
are worth learning; they set off life, and make ordi nary noments

or nanent al

There were two other Landrecienses present. One was the collector
of sonething or other, | forget what; the other, we were told, was
the principal notary of the place. So it happened that we all five
more or less followed the law. At this rate, the talk was pretty
certain to beconme technical. The Cl GARETTE expounded the Poor Laws
very magisterially. And a little later | found nyself |aying down
the Scots Law of Illegitimcy, of which | amglad to say | know

not hing. The collector and the notary, who were both narried nen,
accused the Judge, who was a bachel or, of having started the
subject. He deprecated the charge, with a conscious, pleased air,
just like all the men | have ever seen, be they French or English
How strange that we should all, in our unguarded nonents, rather

like to be thought a bit of a rogue with the wonen!

As the evening went on, the wine grew nore to ny taste; the spirits

proved better than the wine; the conpany was genial. This was the



hi ghest water mark of popular favour on the whole cruise. After
all, being in a Judge's house, was there not sonething sem -
official in the tribute? And so, renmenbering what a great country
France is, we did full justice to our entertainment. Landrecies
had been a long while asleep before we returned to the hotel; and

the sentries on the ranparts were already | ooking for daybreak

SAMBRE AND O SE CANAL

CANAL BOATS

NEXT day we nmade a late start in the rain. The Judge politely
escorted us to the end of the [ock under an unbrella. W had now
brought ourselves to a pitch of humlity in the matter of weather
not often attained except in the Scottish Highlands. A rag of blue
sky or a glinpse of sunshine set our hearts singing; and when the

rain was not heavy, we counted the day alnost fair.

Long lines of barges lay one after another along the canal; nany of
them | ooki ng m ghty spruce and shipshape in their jerkin of
Archangel tar picked out with white and green. Sone carried gay
iron railings, and quite a parterre of flower-pots. Children

pl ayed on the decks, as heedless of the rain as if they had been
brought up on Loch Carron side; nen fished over the gunwal e, some
of them under unbrellas; wonen did their washing; and every barge
boasted its nongrel cur by way of watch-dog. Each one barked
furiously at the canoes, running al ongside until he had got to the
end of his own ship, and so passing on the word to the dog aboard

the next. W nust have seen sonething like a hundred of these



enbarkations in the course of that day's paddle, ranged one after
anot her like the houses in a street; and from not one of them were
we di sappointed of this acconpaninment. It was like visiting a

menageri e, the Cl GARETTE remar ked

These little cities by the canal side had a very odd effect upon
the mind. They seened, with their flower-pots and snoking

chi meys, their washings and dinners, a rooted piece of nature in
the scene; and yet if only the canal bel ow were to open, one junk
after another would hoist sail or harness horses and swi maway into
all parts of France; and the inpronptu ham et woul d separate, house
by house, to the four winds. The children who played together to-
day by the Sanbre and G se Canal, each at his own father's

t hreshol d, when and where m ght they next neet?

For some time past the subject of barges had occupied a great dea
of our talk, and we had projected an old age on the canals of
Europe. It was to be the nost |eisurely of progresses, now on a
swift river at the tail of a steam boat, now waiting horses for
days together on sone inconsiderable junction. W should be seen
pottering on deck in all the dignity of years, our white beards
falling into our laps. W were ever to be busied anong paint-pots;
so that there should be no white fresher, and no green nore enerald
than ours, in all the navy of the canals. There should be books in
the cabin, and tobacco-jars, and some old Burgundy as red as a
Novenber sunset and as odorous as a violet in April. There should
be a flageol et, whence the Cl GARETTE, with cunning touch, should
draw nel ting nusic under the stars; or perhaps, |aying that aside,
uprai se his voice - sonewhat thinner than of yore, and with here
and there a quaver, or call it a natural grace-note - in rich and

sol enm psal nody.

Al this, simering in ny mnd, set nme wishing to go aboard one of



these ideal houses of lounging. | had plenty to choose from as
coasted one after another, and the dogs bayed at me for a vagrant.
At last | saw a nice old man and his wife |ooking at me with sone
interest, so | gave them good-day and pulled up alongside. | began
with a remark upon their dog, which had sonewhat the | ook of a
pointer; thence | slid into a conplinent on Madane's flowers, and

thence into a word in praise of their way of life.

If you ventured on such an experinment in England you would get a
slap in the face at once. The life would be shown to be a vile
one, not without a side shot at your better fortune. Now, what |
like so much in France is the clear unflinching recognition by
everybody of his own luck. They all know on which side their bread
is buttered, and take a pleasure in showing it to others, which is
surely the better part of religion. And they scorn to nmake a poor
mout h over their poverty, which | take to be the better part of
manl i ness. | have heard a wonman in quite a better position at

hone, with a good bit of noney in hand, refer to her own child with
a horrid whine as 'a poor man's child.® | would not say such a
thing to the Duke of Westminster. And the French are full of this
spirit of independence. Perhaps it is the result of republican
institutions, as they call them Mich nore likely it is because
there are so few people really poor, that the whiners are not

enough to keep each other in countenance.

The people on the barge were delighted to hear that | admired their
state. They understood perfectly well, they told me, how Mnsi eur
envied them Wthout doubt Monsieur was rich; and in that case he
m ght rmake a canal boat as pretty as a villa - JOLI COVMME UN
CHATEAU. And with that they invited me on board their own water
villa. They apol ogised for their cabin; they had not been rich

enough to nake it as it ought to be.



"The fire should have been here, at this side.' explained the
husband. ' Then one m ght have a witing-table in the mddle -

books - and' (conprehensively) "all. It would be quite coquettish
- CA SERAIT TOUT-A-FAI T COQUET." And he | ooked about himas though
the i nprovenents were already made. It was plainly not the first

time that he had thus beautified his cabin in imgination; and when

next he makes a bit, | should expect to see the witing-table in

the m ddl e.

Madane had three birds in a cage. They were no great thing, she
expl ained. Fine birds were so dear. They had sought to get a
HOLLANDAI S | ast wi nter in Rouen (Rouen? thought I; and is this
whol e mansion, with its dogs and birds and snoki ng chi meys, so far
a traveller as that? and as honely an object anong the cliffs and
orchards of the Seine as on the green plains of Sanbre?) - they had
sought to get a HOLLANDAIS | ast winter in Rouen; but these cost

fifteen francs apiece - picture it - fifteen francs!

"POUR UN TOQUT PETIT O SEAU - For quite a little bird,' added the

husband.

As | continued to adnire, the apol ogetics died away, and the good
peopl e began to brag of their barge, and their happy condition in
life, as if they had been Enperor and Enpress of the Indies. It
was, in the Scots phrase, a good hearing, and put ne in good hunour
with the world. If people knew what an inspiriting thing it is to
hear a nman boasting, so long as he boasts of what he really has, |

believe they would do it nore freely and with a better grace.

They began to ask about our voyage. You should have seen how t hey
sympat hi sed. They seened half ready to give up their barge and
follow us. But these CANALETTI are only gypsies sem -donesticated.

The seni-donestication cane out in rather a pretty form Suddenly



Madam s brow darkened. ' CEPENDANT,' she began, and then stopped;

and then began again by asking me if | were single?

"Yes,' said I|.

"And your friend who went by just now?

He al so was unmarri ed.

Othen - all was well. She could not have wives left alone at
hone; but since there were no wives in the question, we were doing

t he best we coul d.

'"To see about one in the world,' said the husband, 'IL NY A QUE CA
- there is nothing else worth while. A man, |ook you, who sticks

in his owm village like a bear,' he went on, - very well, he sees
nothing. And then death is the end of all. And he has seen

not hi ng.

Madane reni nded her husband of an Englishman who had come up this

canal in a steaner.

"Perhaps M. Moens in the YTENE,' | suggest ed.

"That's it,' assented the husband. 'He had his wife and famly
with him and servants. He came ashore at all the | ocks and asked
the name of the villages, whether from boatnmen or |ock-keepers; and
then he wote, wote them dowmn. Oh, he wote enornously! |

suppose it was a wager.

A wager was a common enough expl anation for our own exploits, but

it seemed an original reason for taking notes.



THE O SE I N FLOCD

BEFORE ni ne next norning the two canoes were installed on a |ight
country cart at Etreux: and we were soon follow ng them along the
side of a pleasant valley full of hop-gardens and popl ars.
Agreeabl e villages lay here and there on the slope of the hill;

not ably, Tupigny, with the hop-poles hanging their garlands in the
very street, and the houses clustered with grapes. There was a
faint enthusi asmon our passage; weavers put their heads to the

wi ndows; children cried out in ecstasy at sight of the two
"boaties' - BARGUETTES: and bl oused pedestrians, who were

acquai nted with our charioteer, jested with himon the nature of

his freight.

W had a shower or two, but light and flying. The air was clean
and sweet anong all these green fields and green things grow ng.
There was not a touch of autum in the weather. And when, at
Vadencourt, we launched froma little | awn opposite a mll, the sun
broke forth and set all the |eaves shining in the valley of the

O se.

The river was swollen with the long rains. From Vadencourt all the
way to Origny, it ran with ever-quickening speed, taking fresh
heart at each mile, and racing as though it already snelt the sea.
The water was yell ow and turbul ent, swing with an angry eddy anong
hal f - submerged wil Il ows, and nade an angry clatter al ong stony
shores. The course kept turning and turning in a narrow and wel |l -
tinmbered valley. Now the river would approach the side, and run
griding along the chal ky base of the hill, and show us a few open
col za-fields anong the trees. Now it would skirt the garden-walls

of houses, where we night catch a glinpse through a doorway, and



see a priest pacing in the chequered sunlight. Again, the foliage
closed so thickly in front, that there seened to be no issue; only
a thicket of willows, overtopped by elns and poplars, under which
the river ran flush and fleet, and where a kingfisher flew past
like a piece of the blue sky. On these different manifestations
the sun poured its clear and catholic | ooks. The shadows |ay as
solid on the swift surface of the streamas on the stable neadows.
The light sparkled golden in the dancing poplar |eaves, and brought
the hills into communion with our eyes. And all the while the
river never stopped running or took breath; and the reeds along the

whol e vall ey stood shivering fromtop to toe.

There should be sonme nyth (but if there is, | know it not) founded
on the shivering of the reeds. There are not nany things in nature
more striking to man's eye. It is such an el oquent pantom ne of
terror; and to see such a nunber of terrified creatures taking
sanctuary in every nook along the shore, is enough to infect a
silly human with alarm Perhaps they are only a-cold, and no
wonder, standing waist-deep in the stream O perhaps they have
never got accustoned to the speed and fury of the river's flux, or
the miracle of its continuous body. Pan once played upon their
forefathers; and so, by the hands of his river, he still plays upon
these | ater generations down all the valley of the QO se; and plays
the sane air, both sweet and shrill, to tell us of the beauty and

the terror of the world.

The canoe was like a leaf in the current. It took it up and shook
it, and carried it nmasterfully away, like a Centaur carrying off a
nynmph. To keep sonme conmand on our direction required hard and
diligent plying of the paddle. The river was in such a hurry for
the sea! Every drop of water ran in a panic, like as many peopl e
in a frightened crowd. But what crowd was ever SO numerous, Or SO

singl e-m nded? All the objects of sight went by at a dance



nmeasure; the eyesight raced with the racing river; the exigencies
of every nonent kept the pegs screwed so tight, that our being

qui vered like a well-tuned instrunment; and the bl ood shook off its
| ethargy, and trotted through all the hi ghways and byways of the
veins and arteries, and in and out of the heart, as if circulation
were but a holiday journey, and not the daily noil of three-score
years and ten. The reeds m ght nod their heads in warning, and
with trenul ous gestures tell how the river was as cruel as it was
strong and cold, and how death lurked in the eddy underneath the
willows. But the reeds had to stand where they were; and those who
stand still are always tinmd advisers. As for us, we could have
shouted aloud. |If this lively and beautiful river were, indeed, a
thing of death's contrivance, the old ashen rogue had famously
outwitted hinmself with us. | was living three to the m nute.

was scoring points against himevery stroke of ny paddle, every

turn of the stream | have rarely had better profit of ny life.

For | think we may | ook upon our little private war with death
somewhat in this light. If a nman knows he will sooner or |ater be
robbed upon a journey, he will have a bottle of the best in every
inn, and |l ook upon all his extravagances as so much gai ned upon the
thieves. And above all, where instead of sinply spending, he makes
a profitable investnent for sone of his noney, when it will be out
of risk of loss. So every bit of brisk living, and above all when
it is healthful, is just so nuch gai ned upon the whol esale filcher
death. W shall have the less in our pockets, the nore in our
stomach, when he cries stand and deliver. A swift streamis a
favourite artifice of his, and one that brings himin a confortable
thing per annum but when he and | cone to settle our accounts,

shall whistle in his face for these hours upon the upper Q se

Towar ds afternoon we got fairly drunken with the sunshine and the

exhilaration of the pace. W could no |onger contain ourselves and



our content. The canoes were too small for us; we nust be out and
stretch ourselves on shore. And so in a green neadow we best owed
our linbs on the grass, and snoked deifying tobacco and procl ai ned
the world excellent. It was the [ast good hour of the day, and

dwel |l upon it with extrenme conpl acency.

On one side of the valley, high up on the chalky summt of the
hill, a ploughman with his team appeared and di sappeared at regul ar
intervals. At each revelation he stood still for a few seconds
against the sky: for all the world (as the Cl GARETTE decl ar ed)
like a toy Burns who shoul d have just ploughed up the Muntain
Daisy. He was the only living thing within view, unless we are to

count the river.

On the other side of the valley a group of red roofs and a belfry
showed anong the foliage. Thence sone inspired bell-ringer nade
the afternoon nusical on a chime of bells. There was sonething
very sweet and taking in the air he played; and we thought we had
never heard bells speak so intelligibly, or sing so nel odiously, as
these. It nust have been to sone such neasure that the spinners
and the young mai ds sang, ' Cone away, Death,’' in the Shakespearian
Illyria. There is so often a threatening note, sonething blatant
and netallic, in the voice of bells, that |I believe we have fully
nmore pain than pleasure fromhearing them but these, as they
sounded abroad, now high, now low, now with a plaintive cadence

that caught the ear like the burthen of a popul ar song, were always

nmoderate and tunable, and seenmed to fall in with the spirit of
still, rustic places, like the noise of a waterfall or the babble
of a rookery in spring. | could have asked the bell-ringer for his

bl essi ng, good, sedate old man, who swung the rope so gently to the
time of his neditations. | could have bl essed the priest or the
heritors, or whoever may be concerned with such affairs in France,

who had | eft these sweet old bells to gl adden the afternoon, and



not held neetings, and nade collections, and had their nanes
repeatedly printed in the | ocal paper, to rig up a peal of brand-
new, brazen, Birnmi ngham hearted substitutes, who should bonbard
their sides to the provocation of a brand-new bell-ringer, and fill

the echoes of the valley with terror and riot.

At last the bells ceased, and with their note the sun w thdrew.

The piece was at an end; shadow and sil ence possessed the valley of
the G se. W took to the paddle with glad hearts, |ike people who
have sat out a noble performance and returned to work. The river
was nore dangerous here; it ran swifter, the eddies were nore
sudden and violent. Al the way down we had had our fill of
difficulties. Sonetinmes it was a weir which could be shot,
sonetines one so shallow and full of stakes that we nmust w thdraw
the boats fromthe water and carry themround. But the chief sort
of obstacle was a consequence of the late high winds. Every two or
three hundred yards a tree had fallen across the river, and usually

i nvol ved nore than another in its fall

Oten there was free water at the end, and we could steer round the
| eafy pronmontory and hear the water sucking and bubbling anmong the
twigs. Oten, again, when the tree reached from bank to bank

there was room by lying close, to shoot through underneath, canoe
and all. Sonetinmes it was necessary to get out upon the trunk
itself and pull the boats across; and sonetines, when the stream
was too inpetuous for this, there was nothing for it but to |and
and 'carry over.' This made a fine series of accidents in the

day's career, and kept us aware of oursel ves.

Shortly after our re-enbarkation, while | was |eading by a |ong
way, and still full of a noble, exulting spirit in honour of the
sun, the swift pace, and the church bells, the river nmade one of

its | eonine pounces round a corner, and | was aware of another



fallen tree within a stone-cast. | had ny backboard down in a
trice, and ained for a place where the trunk seenmed hi gh enough
above the water, and the branches not too thick to let ne slip

bel ow. Wen a nan has just vowed eternal brotherhood with the
universe, he is not in a tenper to take great determ nations
coolly, and this, which might have been a very inportant
determination for ne, had not been taken under a happy star. The
tree caught me about the chest, and while | was yet struggling to
make | ess of nyself and get through, the river took the matter out
of nmy hands, and bereaved ne of ny boat. The ARETHUSA swung round
br oadsi de on, | eaned over, ejected so nuch of ne as still remained
on board, and thus disencunbered, whipped under the tree, righted,

and went merrily away down stream

I do not know how long it was before | scranbled on to the tree to
which | was left clinging, but it was |longer than |I cared about.

My thoughts were of a grave and al nbst sonbre character, but |
still clung to ny paddle. The streamran away with nmy heels as
fast as |I could pull up ny shoulders, and |I seened, by the weight,
to have all the water of the G se in ny trousers-pockets. You can
never know, till you try it, what a dead pull a river makes agai nst
a man. Death hinself had nme by the heels, for this was his |ast
anbuscado, and he nust now join personally in the fray. And stil

I held to ny paddle. At last | dragged nmyself on to my stomach on
the trunk, and lay there a breathless sop, with a m ngled sense of
hunour and injustice. A poor figure | nust have presented to Burns
upon the hill-top with his team But there was the paddle in ny
hand. On ny tonb, if ever | have one, | nean to get these words

inscribed: 'He clung to his paddle.

The Cl GARETTE had gone past a while before; for, as | mght have
observed, if | had been a little | ess pleased with the universe at

the monent, there was a clear way round the tree-top at the farther



side. He had offered his services to haul me out, but as |I was
then already on ny el bows, | had declined, and sent himdown stream
after the truant ARETHUSA. The streamwas too rapid for a nan to
mount with one canoe, let alone two, upon his hands. So | craw ed
along the trunk to shore, and proceeded down the meadows by the
river-side. | was so cold that ny heart was sore. | had now an

i dea of my own why the reeds so bitterly shivered. | could have
given any of thema | esson. The Cl GARETTE renmarked facetiously
that he thought | was 'taking exercise' as | drew near, until he
made out for certain that | was only twittering with cold. | had a
rub dowmn with a towel, and donned a dry suit fromthe india-rubber
bag. But | was not ny own man again for the rest of the voyage. |
had a queasy sense that | wore ny last dry clothes upon ny body.
The struggle had tired nme; and perhaps, whether | knew it or not, |
was a little dashed in spirit. The devouring elenent in the

uni verse had | eaped out against nme, in this green valley quickened
by a running stream The bells were all very pretty in their way,
but | had heard some of the hollow notes of Pan's music. Wuld the
wi cked river drag me down by the heels, indeed? and | ook so
beautiful all the tine? Nature's good-hunour was only skin-deep

after all.

There was still a long way to go by the w nding course of the
stream and darkness had fallen, and a late bell was ringing in

Ori gny Sai nte-Benoite, when we arrived.

ORI GNY SAI NTE- BENO TE

A BY- DAY



THE next day was Sunday, and the church bells had little rest;

i ndeed, | do not think I renmenber anywhere else so great a choice
of services as were here offered to the devout. And while the
bells made nerry in the sunshine, all the world with his dog was

out shooting anong the beets and col za.

In the nmorning a hawker and his wife went down the street at a
foot-pace, singing to a very slow, |anentable nusic 'O FRANCE, MES
AMOURS.' It brought everybody to the door; and when our | andl ady
called in the man to buy the words, he had not a copy of themleft.
She was not the first nor the second who had been taken with the
song. There is something very pathetic in the love of the French
peopl e, since the war, for dismal patriotic nusic-making. | have
wat ched a forester from Al sace while some one was singing 'LES
MALHEURS DE LA FRANCE,' at a baptismal party in the nei ghbourhood
of Fontainebleau. He arose fromthe table and took his son aside,
close by where | was standing. 'Listen, listen,' he said, bearing
on the boy's shoulder, 'and renenber this, my son." Alittle after
he went out into the garden suddenly, and | coul d hear hi m sobbing

in the darkness.

The huniliation of their arnms and the | oss of Al sace and Lorraine
made a sore pull on the endurance of this sensitive people; and
their hearts are still hot, not so nmuch agai nst Germany as agai nst
the Enpire. In what other country will you find a patriotic ditty
bring all the world into the street? But affliction heightens

| ove; and we shall never know we are Englishmen until we have | ost
India. Independent Anerica is still the cross of ny existence;
cannot think of Farner George without abhorrence; and | never fee
more warmy to ny own |land than when | see the Stars and Stri pes,

and renenber what our enpire mght have been



The hawker's little book, which |I purchased, was a curious m xture.
Side by side with the flippant, rowdy nonsense of the Paris nusic-
hall's, there were nmany pastoral pieces, not without a touch of
poetry, | thought, and instinct with the brave independence of the
poorer class in France. There you mght read how t he wood-cutter
gloried in his axe, and the gardener scorned to be ashaned of his
spade. It was not very well witten, this poetry of |abour, but
the pluck of the sentinment redeened what was weak or wordy in the
expression. The nartial and the patriotic pieces, on the other
hand, were tearful, womani sh productions one and all. The poet had
passed under the Caudi ne Forks; he sang for an arny visiting the
tonb of its old renown, with arnms reversed; and sang not of
victory, but of death. There was a nunber in the hawker's
collection called 'Conscrits Francais,' which may rank anong the
nost di ssuasive war-lyrics on record. It would not be possible to
fight at all in such a spirit. The bravest conscript would turn
pale if such a ditty were struck up beside himon the norning of

battle; and whole reginments would pile their arns to its tune.

If Fletcher of Saltoun is in the right about the influence of

nati onal songs, you would say France was cone to a poor pass. But
the thing will work its own cure, and a sound-hearted and

cour ageous people weary at length of snivelling over their

di sasters. Already Paul Deroul ede has witten some manly nmilitary
verses. There is not nmuch of the trunpet note in them perhaps, to
stir a man's heart in his bosom they lack the lyrical elation, and
nove slowy; but they are witten in a grave, honourable, stoica
spirit, which should carry soldiers far in a good cause. One feels
as if one would like to trust Deroulede with sonething. It wll be
happy if he can so far inoculate his fell owcountrynen that they
may be trusted with their own future. And in the nmeantinme, here is
an antidote to 'French Conscripts' and nuch ot her dolefu

versification.



We had left the boats over-night in the custody of one whom we
shall call Carnival. | did not properly catch his name, and

per haps that was not unfortunate for him as | amnot in a position
to hand hi mdown with honour to posterity. To this person's
premises we strolled in the course of the day, and found quite a
little deputation inspecting the canoes. There was a stout
gentleman with a know edge of the river, which he seened eager to
inmpart. There was a very el egant young gentlenman in a black coat,
with a smattering of English, who led the talk at once to the
Oxford and Canbridge Boat Race. And then there were three handsone
girls fromfifteen to twenty; and an old gentleman in a bl ouse,
with no teeth to speak of, and a strong country accent. Quite the

pick of Oigny, | should suppose.

The Cl GARETTE had sone nysteries to performwith his rigging in the
coach-house; so | was left to do the parade single-handed. | found
mysel f very nuch of a hero whether | would or not. The girls were
full of little shudderings over the dangers of our journey. And
thought it would be ungallant not to take ny cue fromthe | adies.
My mishap of yesterday, told in an of f-hand way, produced a deep
sensation. It was OQthello over again, with no less than three
Desdenonas and a sprinkling of synpathetic senators in the
background. Never were the canoes nore flattered, or flattered

nmore adroitly.

"It islike aviolin," cried one of the girls in an ecstasy.

"I thank you for the word, nmadenviselle,' said|l. 'Al the nore
since there are people who call out to nme that it is like a

coffin.'

"Ch! but it isreally like a violin. It is finished like a



violin,' she went on

"And polished like a violin,' added a senator

"One has only to stretch the cords,' concluded another, 'and then

tumtunty-tum - he imtated the result with spirit.

Was not this a graceful little ovation? Were this people finds
the secret of its pretty speeches, | cannot inagine; unless the
secret should be no other than a sincere desire to please? But then
no disgrace is attached in France to saying a thing neatly; whereas
in England, to talk like a book is to give in one's resignation to

soci ety.

The old gentleman in the blouse stole into the coach-house, and
somewhat irrelevantly inforned the Cl GARETTE that he was the father
of the three girls and four nore: quite an exploit for a

Fr enchman.

"You are very fortunate,' answered the Cl GARETTE politely.

And the ol d gentl eman, having apparently gained his point, stole

away agai n.

We all got very friendly together. The girls proposed to start
with us on the norrow, if you please! And, jesting apart, every
one was anxi ous to know the hour of our departure. Now, when you
are going to craw into your canoe froma bad | aunch, a crowd,
however friendly, is undesirable; and so we told them not before

twel ve, and nentally determined to be off by ten at |atest.

Towar ds eveni ng, we went abroad again to post sonme letters. It was
cool and pleasant; the long village was quite enpty, except for one

or two urchins who followed us as they m ght have followed a



menagerie; the hills and the tree-tops |ooked in fromall sides
through the clear air; and the bells were chining for yet another

servi ce.

Suddenly we sighted the three girls standing, with a fourth sister
in front of a shop on the wi de sel vage of the roadway. W had been
very merry with thema little while ago, to be sure. But what was
the etiquette of Origny? Had it been a country road, of course we
shoul d have spoken to them but here, under the eyes of all the
gossi ps, ought we to do even as nuch as bow? | consulted the

Cl GARETTE.

'Look,' said he.

| looked. There were the four girls on the sane spot; but now four
backs were turned to us, very upright and conscious. Corpora
Mbdesty had given the word of command, and the well-disciplined

pi cket had gone right-about-face |ike a single person. They

mai ntained this formation all the while we were in sight; but we
heard themtittering anong thensel ves, and the girl whom we had not
met | aughed with open nouth, and even | ooked over her shoul der at
the eneny. | wonder was it altogether nodesty after all? or in

part a sort of country provocation?

As we were returning to the inn, we beheld sonething floating in
the anple field of golden evening sky, above the chalk cliffs and
the trees that grow along their summit. It was too high up, too

| arge, and too steady for a kite; and as it was dark, it could not
be a star. For although a star were as black as ink and as rugged
as a wal nut, so anply does the sun bathe heaven wi th radiance, that
it would sparkle like a point of light for us. The village was
dotted with people with their heads in air; and the children were

in a bustle all along the street and far up the straight road that



climbs the hill, where we could still see themrunning in | oose
knots. It was a balloon, we |learned, which had left Saint Quentin
at hal f-past five that evening. Mghty conposedly the majority of
the grown people took it. But we were English, and were soon
running up the hill with the best. Being travellers ourselves in a

smal |l way, we would fain have seen these other travellers alight.

The spectacle was over by the tine we gained the top of the hill

Al'l the gold had withered out of the sky, and the ball oon had

di sappeared. Whither? | ask nyself; caught up into the seventh
heaven? or come safely to | and sonewhere in that blue uneven

di stance, into which the roadway di pped and nelted before our eyes?
Probably the aeronauts were already warm ng thenselves at a farm
chimey, for they say it is cold in these unhonely regions of the
air. The night fell swiftly. Roadside trees and disappointed
sightseers, returning through the nmeadows, stood out in black
against a margin of lowred sunset. It was cheerfuller to face the
other way, and so down the hill we went, with a full nopon, the

col our of a nelon, sw nging high above the wooded valley, and the
white cliffs behind us faintly reddened by the fire of the chal k

kil ns.

The | anps were lighted, and the sal ads were being nade in Oigny

Sai nte-Benoite by the river.

ORI GNY SAI NTE- BENO TE

THE COVPANY AT TABLE



ALTHOUGH we cane | ate for dinner, the conpany at table treated us
to sparkling wine. 'That is how we are in France,' said one.
" Those who sit down with us are our friends.' And the rest

appl auded.

They were three altogether, and an odd trio to pass the Sunday

Wi t h.

Two of them were guests |ike ourselves, both nen of the north. One
ruddy, and of a full habit of body, with copious black hair and
beard, the intrepid hunter of France, who thought nothing so snall,
not even a lark or a minnow, but he night vindicate his prowess by
its capture. For such a great, healthy man, his hair flourishing
like Sanson's, his arteries running buckets of red bl ood, to boast
of these infinitesiml exploits, produced a feeling of

di sproportion in the world, as when a steamhanmmer is set to
cracking nuts. The other was a quiet, subdued person, blond and

| ynphatic and sad, with sonmething the | ook of a Dane: 'TRISTES

TETES DE DANO S!'' as Gaston Lafenestre used to say.

I nmust not let that name go by without a word for the best of al
good fellows now gone down into the dust. W shall never again see
Gaston in his forest costume - he was Gaston with all the world, in
af fection, not in disrespect - nor hear himwake the echoes of
Font ai nebl eau with the woodl and horn. Never again shall his kind
smile put peace anong all races of artistic nmen, and make the
Engl i shman at home in France. Never nore shall the sheep, who were
not nore innocent at heart than he, sit all unconsciously for his

i ndustrious pencil. He died too early, at the very nonent when he
was beginning to put forth fresh sprouts, and bl ossominto

somet hing worthy of hinself; and yet none who knew himw || think
he lived in vain. | never knew a man so little, for whomyet | had

so much affection; and | find it a good test of others, how nuch



they had | earned to understand and value him His was indeed a
good influence in life while he was still anmobng us; he had a fresh
| augh, it did you good to see him and however sad he nmay have been
at heart, he always bore a bold and cheerful countenance, and took
fortune's worst as it were the showers of spring. But now his

nmot her sits al one by the side of Fontainebl eau woods, where he

gat hered nushroonms in his hardy and penurious youth.

Many of his pictures found their way across the Channel: besides
t hose which were stolen, when a dastardly Yankee left himalone in
London with two English pence, and perhaps twi ce as nmany words of
English. [If any one who reads these |ines should have a scene of
sheep, in the manner of Jacques, with this fine creature's
signature, let himtell hinself that one of the kindest and bravest
of men has lent a hand to decorate his |odging. There nay be
better pictures in the National Gallery; but not a painter among
the generations had a better heart. Precious in the sight of the
Lord of humanity, the Psalns tell us, is the death of his saints.
It had need to be precious; for it is very costly, when by the
stroke, a nmother is left desolate, and the peace-nmaker, and PEACE-
LOOKER, of a whole society is laid in the ground with Caesar and

the Twel ve Apostles.

There is sonething | acking anong the oaks of Fontai nebl eau; and
when the dessert cones in at Barbizon, people |look to the door for

a figure that is gone

The third of our conpanions at Origny was no | ess a person than the
| andl ady' s husband: not properly the |andlord, since he worked
hinself in a factory during the day, and cane to his own house at
evening as a guest: a nman worn to skin and bone by perpetua
excitenent, w th bal dish head, sharp features, and sw ft, shining

eyes. On Saturday, describing some paltry adventure at a duck-



hunt, he broke a plate into a score of fragnents. Wenever he nade
a remark, he would look all round the table with his chin raised,
and a spark of green light in either eye, seeking approval. His

wi fe appeared now and again in the doorway of the room where she
was superintending dinner, with a 'Henri, you forget yourself,' or
a '"Henri, you can surely talk w thout nmaking such a noi se.

I ndeed, that was what the honest fellow could not do. ©On the nost

trifling matter his eyes kindled, his fist visited the table, and

his voice rolled abroad in changeful thunder. | never saw such a
petard of a man; | think the devil was in him He had two
favourite expressions: 'it is logical,' or illogical, as the case

m ght be: and this other, thrown out with a certain bravado, as a
man m ght unfurl a banner, at the beginning of many a | ong and
sonorous story: 'I ama proletarian, you see.' Indeed, we saw it
very well. God forbid that ever | should find himhandling a gun
in Paris streets! That will not be a good nonent for the genera

publi c.

I thought his two phrases very nuch represented the good and evi

of his class, and to some extent of his country. It is a strong
thing to say what one is, and not be ashaned of it; even although
it be in doubtful taste to repeat the statenment too often in one
evening. | should not adnmire it in a duke, of course; but as tines
go, the trait is honourable in a workman. On the other hand, it is
not at all a strong thing to put one's reliance upon |ogic; and our
own logic particularly, for it is generally wong. W never know
where we are to end, if once we begin follow ng words or doctors.
There is an upright stock in a man's own heart, that is trustier
than any syllogism and the eyes, and the synpathies and appetites,
know a thing or two that have never yet been stated in controversy.
Reasons are as plentiful as blackberries; and, like fisticuffs,
they serve inpartially with all sides. Doctrines do not stand or

fall by their proofs, and are only logical in so far as they are



cleverly put. An able controversialist no nore than an able
general denmonstrates the justice of his cause. But France is al
gone wandering after one or two big words; it will take sone tine
before they can be satisfied that they are no nore than words,
however big; and when once that is done, they will perhaps find

| ogic |l ess diverting.

The conversation opened with details of the day's shooting. Wen
all the sportsnen of a village shoot over the village territory PRO
INDIVISO, it is plain that many questions of etiquette and priority

must ari se.

"Here now,' cried the landlord, brandishing a plate, '"here is a
field of beet-root. Well. Here aml| then. | advance, do | not?
EH Bl ENl SACRI STI,' and the statenent, waxing louder, rolls off
into a reverberation of oaths, the speaker glaring about for
synpat hy, and everybody nodding his head to himin the nane of

peace.

The ruddy Northman told sonme tales of his own prowess in keeping

order: notably one of a Marquis.

"Marquis,' | said, 'if you take another step | fire upon you. You

have commtted a dirtiness, Mrquis.

Wher eupon, it appeared, the Marquis touched his cap and wi t hdrew

The | andl ord appl auded noisily. 'It was well done,' he said. 'He
did all that he could. He admitted he was wong.' And then oath
upon oath. He was no marquis-lover either, but he had a sense of

justice in him this proletarian host of ours.

Fromthe matter of hunting, the talk veered into a genera

compari son of Paris and the country. The proletarian beat the



table like a drumin praise of Paris. 'Wat is Paris? Paris is
the cream of France. There are no Parisians: it is you and | and
everybody who are Parisians. A man has eighty chances per cent. to
get on in the world in Paris.' And he drew a vivid sketch of the
workman in a den no bigger than a dog-hutch, naking articles that
were to go all over the world. 'EH BIEN, QUO, C EST MAGN FI QUE

CAl'' cried he.

The sad Northman interfered in praise of a peasant's life; he

t hought Paris bad for men and wonen; ' CENTRALI SATION,' said he -

But the landlord was at his throat in a monent. It was al
| ogi cal, he showed him and all nagnificent. 'Wat a spectacle!
What a glance for an eye!' And the dishes reeled upon the table

under a cannonade of bl ows.

Seeking to nmake peace, | threwin a word in praise of the liberty
of opinion in France. | could hardly have shot nore anmiss. There
was an instant silence, and a great waggi ng of significant heads.
They did not fancy the subject, it was plain; but they gave ne to
understand that the sad Northman was a nartyr on account of his

views. 'Ask hima bit,' said they. 'Just ask him'

"Yes, sir,' said he in his quiet way, answering ne, although | had
not spoken, 'lI amafraid there is less liberty of opinion in France
than you may imagine.' And with that he dropped his eyes, and

seenmed to consider the subject at an end.

Qur curiosity was mightily excited at this. How, or why, or when
was this |ynphatic bagman martyred? W concluded at once it was on
some religious question, and brushed up our nenories of the

I nquisition, which were principally drawn from Poe's horrid story,

and the sernon in TRI STRAM SHANDY, | beli eve.



On the norrow we had an opportunity of going further into the
question; for when we rose very early to avoid a synpat hising
deputation at our departure, we found the hero up before us. He
was breaking his fast on white wine and raw onions, in order to
keep up the character of martyr, | conclude. W had a |ong
conversation, and nade out what we wanted in spite of his reserve.
But here was a truly curious circunstance. It seens possible for
two Scotsnmen and a Frenchman to di scuss during a |ong half-hour
and each nationality have a different idea in view throughout. It
was not till the very end that we discovered his heresy had been
political, or that he suspected our nistake. The terms and spirit
in which he spoke of his political beliefs were, in our eyes,

suited to religious beliefs. And VICE VERSA

Not hi ng coul d be nore characteristic of the two countries.
Politics are the religion of France; as Nanty Ewart woul d have
said, 'Ad-d bad religion'; while we, at home, keep nost of our
bitterness for little differences about a hym-book, or a Hebrew
word whi ch perhaps neither of the parties can translate. And

per haps the m sconception is typical of many others that nay never
be cleared up: not only between people of different race, but

bet ween those of different sex.

As for our friend' s martyrdom he was a Conmuni st, or perhaps only
a Communard, which is a very different thing; and had | ost one or
nmore situations in consequence. | think he had also been rejected
in marriage; but perhaps he had a sentinental way of considering
busi ness which deceived me. He was a mild, gentle creature,
anyway; and | hope he has got a better situation, and married a

nore suitable wife since then



DOWN THE O SE

TO MOY

CARNI VAL notoriously cheated us at first. Finding us easy in our
ways, he regretted having let us off so cheaply; and taking ne
aside, told ne a cock-and-bull story with the noral of another five
francs for the narrator. The thing was pal pably absurd; but | paid
up, and at once dropped all friendliness of manner, and kept himin
his place as an inferior with freezing British dignity. He sawin
a nonment that he had gone too far, and killed a willing horse; his
face fell; | amsure he would have refunded if he could only have

t hought of a decent pretext. He wished ne to drink with him but |
woul d none of his drinks. He grew pathetically tender in his

prof essions; but | wal ked beside himin silence or answered himin
stately courtesies; and when we got to the | andi ng-pl ace, passed

the word in English slang to the Cl GARETTE.

In spite of the false scent we had thrown out the day before, there
must have been fifty people about the bridge. W were as pl easant
as we could be with all but Carnival. W said good-bye, shaking
hands with the old gentleman who knew the river and the young
gentl eman who had a smattering of English; but never a word for
Carnival. Poor Carnival! here was a huniliation. He who had been
so nmuch identified with the canoes, who had given orders in our
name, who had shown off the boats and even the boatnen like a
private exhibition of his ow, to be now so publicly shanmed by the
lions of his caravan! | never saw anybody | ook nore crestfallen
than he. He hung in the background, coming timdly forward ever

and agai n as he thought he saw sone synptom of a rel enting hunour,



and falling hurriedly back when he encountered a cold stare. Let

us hope it will be a lesson to him

| woul d not have mentioned Carnival's peccadillo had not the thing
been so uncommon in France. This, for instance, was the only case
of dishonesty or even sharp practice in our whole voyage. W talk
very much about our honesty in England. It is a good rule to be on
your guard wherever you hear great professions about a very little
pi ece of virtue. |If the English could only hear how they are
spoken of abroad, they might confine thenselves for a while to
renedying the fact; and perhaps even when that was done, give us

fewer of their airs.

The young | adies, the graces of Oigny, were not present at our
start, but when we got round to the second bridge, behold, it was
black with sight-seers! W were |oudly cheered, and for a good way
bel ow, young | ads and | asses ran al ong the bank still cheering.

What with current and paddling, we were flashing along |ike
swallows. It was no joke to keep up with us upon the woody shore.
But the girls picked up their skirts, as if they were sure they had
good ankles, and followed until their breath was out. The last to
weary were the three graces and a couple of conpanions; and just as
they too had had enough, the forenost of the three | eaped upon a
tree-stunp and ki ssed her hand to the canoeists. Not D ana
hersel f, although this was nore of a Venus after all, could have
done a graceful thing nore gracefully. 'Cone back again!' she
cried; and all the others echoed her; and the hills about Oigny
repeated the words, 'Cone back.' But the river had us round an
angle in a twinkling, and we were alone with the green trees and

runni ng water.

Cone back? There is no comi ng back, young | adies, on the inpetuous

streamof |ife.



' The nmerchant bows unto the seanan's star

The pl oughman fromthe sun his season takes.

And we rnust all set our pocket-watches by the clock of fate. There
is a headlong, forthright tide, that bears away man with his
fancies like a straw, and runs fast in tinme and space. It is ful
of curves like this, your winding river of the G se; and lingers
and returns in pleasant pastorals; and yet, rightly thought upon,
never returns at all. For though it should revisit the sane acre
of meadow in the sane hour, it will have nmade an anple sweep

bet ween-whiles; many little streans will have fallen in; many
exhal ati ons risen towards the sun; and even although it were the
sane acre, it will no nore be the same river of Gse. And thus, O
graces of Oigny, although the wandering fortune of my life should
carry ne back again to where you await death's whistle by the
river, that will not be the old I who wal ks the street; and those

wi ves and nothers, say, will those be you?

There was never any m stake about the O se, as a matter of fact.
In these upper reaches it was still in a prodigious hurry for the
sea. It ran so fast and nerrily, through all the w ndings of its
channel, that | strained ny thunb, fighting with the rapids, and
had to paddle all the rest of the way with one hand turned up
Sonmetimes it had to serve mills; and being still a little river
ran very dry and shallow in the nmeanwhile. W had to put our I|egs
out of the boat, and shove ourselves off the sand of the bottom
with our feet. And still it went on its way singing anong the
popl ars, and making a green valley in the world. After a good
worman, and a good book, and tobacco, there is nothing so agreeabl e
on earth as ariver. | forgave it its attenpt on ny life; which

was after all one part owing to the unruly w nds of heaven that had



bl omn down the tree, one part to ny own m smanagenent, and only a
third part to the river itself, and that not out of malice, but
fromits great preoccupation over its business of getting to the
sea. A difficult business, too; for the detours it had to make are
not to be counted. The geographers seemto have given up the
attenpt; for | found no map represent the infinite contortion of
its course. A fact will say nore than any of them After we had
been sone hours, three if | nmistake not, flitting by the trees at
this snooth, break-neck gallop, when we cane upon a haml et and
asked where we were, we had got no farther than four kilometres
(say two mles and a half) fromOrigny. |If it were not for the
honour of the thing (in the Scots saying), we mght al nbst as well

have been standing still.

We lunched on a neadow inside a parallelogramof poplars. The

| eaves danced and prattled in the wind all round about us. The
river hurried on neanwhile, and seened to chide at our del ay.
Little we cared. The river knew where it was going; not so we:
the I ess our hurry, where we found good quarters and a pl easant
theatre for a pipe. At that hour, stockbrokers were shouting in
Paris Bourse for two or three per cent.; but we mnded them as
little as the sliding stream and sacrificed a hecatonb of m nutes
to the gods of tobacco and digestion. Hurry is the resource of the
faithless. Wiere a man can trust his own heart, and those of his
friends, to-morrow is as good as to-day. And if he die in the

meanwhi | e, why then, there he dies, and the question is solved.

We had to take to the canal in the course of the afternoon

because, where it crossed the river, there was, not a bridge, but a
siphon. If it had not been for an excited fell ow on the bank, we
shoul d have paddl ed right into the siphon, and thenceforward not
paddl ed any nore. W met a nan, a gentlenman, on the tow path, who

was much interested in our cruise. And | was witness to a strange



seizure of lying suffered by the Cl GARETTE: who, because his knife
came from Norway, narrated all sorts of adventures in that country,
where he has never been. He was quite feverish at the end, and

pl eaded denoni acal possession

Moy (pronounce My) was a pleasant little village, gathered round a
chateau in a noat. The air was perfuned with henp from

nei ghbouring fields. At the Golden Sheep we found excell ent
entertainment. German shells fromthe siege of La Fere, Nurnberg
figures, gold-fish in a bow, and all manner of knick-knacks,

enbel lished the public room The |andlady was a stout, plain,
short-sighted, nmotherly body, with something not far short of a
genius for cookery. She had a guess of her excellence herself.
After every dish was sent in, she would cone and | ook on at the
dinner for a while, with puckered, blinking eyes. 'C EST BON

N EST- CE PAS?' she woul d say; and when she had received a proper
answer, she disappeared into the kitchen. That comon French dish
partri dge and cabbages, becane a new thing in ny eyes at the Col den
Sheep; and many subsequent dinners have bitterly di sappointed ne in

consequence. Sweet was our rest in the Gol den Sheep at My.

LA FERE OF CURSED MEMORY

VE |ingered in My a good part of the day, for we were fond of
bei ng phil osophical, and scorned |ong journeys and early starts on
principle. The place, noreover, invited to repose. People in
el aborate shooting costunmes sallied fromthe chateau with guns and
game-bags; and this was a pleasure in itself, to renmain behind

whil e these el egant pl easure-seekers took the first of the norning.



In this way, all the world nmay be an aristocrat, and play the duke
anong marqui ses, and the reigning nonarch anong dukes, if he will
only outvie themin tranquillity. An inperturbabl e demeanour cones
fromperfect patience. Quiet minds cannot be perpl exed or
frightened, but go on in fortune or misfortune at their own private

pace, like a clock during a thunderstorm

We nade a very short day of it to La Fere; but the dusk was
falling, and a snall rain had begun before we stowed the boats. La
Fere is a fortified towm in a plain, and has two belts of ranpart.
Between the first and the second extends a region of waste |and and
cultivated patches. Here and there along the waysi de were posters
forbidding trespass in the nane of nilitary engineering. At |ast,
a second gateway admitted us to the town itself. Lighted w ndows

| ooked gl adsome, whiffs of confortable cookery came abroad upon the
air. The town was full of the nmilitary reserve, out for the French
Aut um Manoeuvres, and the reservists wal ked speedily and wore
their form dable great-coats. It was a fine night to be within

doors over dinner, and hear the rain upon the w ndows.

The Cl GARETTE and | could not sufficiently congratul ate each ot her
on the prospect, for we had been told there was a capital inn at La
Fere. Such a dinner as we were going to eat! such beds as we were
to sleep in! - and all the while the rain raining on houseless folk
over all the poplared countryside! It nmade our nouths water. The
i nn bore the nane of sone woodl and animal, stag, or hart, or hind,

I forget which. But | shall never forget how spaci ous and how
emnently habitable it | ooked as we drew near. The carriage entry
was |ighted up, not by intention, but fromthe nere superfluity of
fire and candle in the house. A rattle of many di shes came to our
ears; we sighted a great field of table-cloth; the kitchen gl owed

like a forge and snelt |ike a garden of things to eat.



Into this, the innost shrine and physiol ogi cal heart of a hostelry,
with all its furnaces in action, and all its dressers charged with
vi ands, you are now to suppose us naking our triunphal entry, a
pai r of danp rag-and-bone nen, each with a linp india-rubber bag
upon his arm | do not believe | have a sound vi ew of that
kitchen; | saw it through a sort of glory: but it seened to ne
crowded with the snowy caps of cooknen, who all turned round from
their saucepans and | ooked at us with surprise. There was no doubt
about the |andl ady, however: there she was, heading her arny, a
flushed, angry woman, full of affairs. Her | asked politely - too
politely, thinks the ClGARETTE - if we could have beds: she

surveying us coldly fromhead to foot.

"You will find beds in the suburb,’ she remarked. 'W are too busy

for the like of you.

If we could nmake an entrance, change our clothes, and order a
bottle of wine, | felt sure we could put things right; so said |
"I'f we cannot sleep, we nmay at least dine,' - and was for

depositing ny bag.

What a terrible convul sion of nature was that which followed in the

| andl ady' s face! She made a run at us, and stanped her foot.

"Qut with you - out of the door!' she screeched. 'SORTEZ! SORTEZ!

SORTEZ PAR LA PORTE!

I do not know how it happened, but next nmonent we were out in the
rain and darkness, and | was cursing before the carriage entry like
a di sappoi nted nmendi cant. Where were the boating nen of Bel gi un®?
where the Judge and his good wi nes? and where the graces of Oigny?
Bl ack, black was the night after the firelit kitchen; but what was
that to the blackness in our heart? This was not the first time

that | have been refused a lodging. Oten and often have | planned



what | should do if such a nisadventure happened to ne again. And
nothing is easier to plan. But to put in execution, with the heart
boiling at the indignity? Try it; try it only once; and tell ne

what you did.

It is all very fine to talk about tranps and norality. Six hours
of police surveillance (such as | have had), or one brutal
rejection froman inn-door, change your views upon the subject like
a course of lectures. As long as you keep in the upper regions,
with all the world bowing to you as you go, social arrangenents
have a very handsone air; but once get under the wheels, and you

wi sh society were at the devil. | will give nbst respectable nmen a
fortnight of such a life, and then | will offer themtwopence for

what renmins of their norality.

For ny part, when | was turned out of the Stag, or the Hind, or
whatever it was, | would have set the tenple of Diana on fire, if
it had been handy. There was no crine conplete enough to express
my di sapproval of human institutions. As for the Cl GARETTE, |
never knew a man so altered. 'W have been taken for pedlars
again,' said he. 'Good God, what it nust be to be a pedlar in
reality!' He particularised a conplaint for every joint in the

| andl ady' s body. Tinon was a phil ant hropi st al ongside of him And
then, when he was at the top of his maledictory bent, he would
suddenly break away and begin whinperingly to conmm serate the poor
"I hope to God,' he said, - and | trust the prayer was answered, -
"that | shall never be uncivil to a pedlar.' Was this the

i mperturbable Cl GARETTE? This, this was he. O change beyond

report, thought, or belief!

Meanti me the heaven wept upon our heads; and the wi ndows grew
brighter as the night increased in darkness. W trudged in and out

of La Fere streets; we saw shops, and private houses where people



were copiously dining; we saw stables where carters' nags had

pl enty of fodder and clean straw, we saw no end of reservists, who
were very sorry for thenmselves this wet night, | doubt not, and
yearned for their country hones; but had they not each nan his

pl ace in La Fere barracks? And we, what had we?

There seenmed to be no other inn in the whole town. People gave us
directions, which we followed as best we could, generally with the
ef fect of bringing us out again upon the scene of our disgrace. W
were very sad people indeed by the tine we had gone all over La
Fere; and the Cl GARETTE had al ready nmade up his nmind to lie under a
popl ar and sup off a | oaf of bread. But right at the other end,
the house next the town-gate was full of light and bustle. 'BAZIN
AUBERA STE, LOGE A PIED,' was the sign. 'A LA CRO X DE MALTE.

There were we received.

The roomwas full of noisy reservists drinking and snoking; and we
were very gl ad i ndeed when the druns and bugl es began to go about
the streets, and one and all had to snatch shakoes and be off for

t he barracks.

Bazin was a tall man, running to fat: soft-spoken, with a
delicate, gentle face. W asked himto share our w ne; but he
excused hinsel f, having pledged reservists all day long. This was
a very different type of the workman-i nnkeeper fromthe baw ing

di sputatious fellow at Oigny. He also |oved Paris, where he had
worked as a decorative painter in his youth. There were such
opportunities for self-instruction there, he said. And if any one
has read Zola's description of the workman's marriage-party
visiting the Louvre, they would do well to have heard Bazin by way
of antidote. He had delighted in the nuseuns in his youth. 'One
sees there little mracles of work,' he said; 'that is what nmakes a

good workman; it kindles a spark.' W asked hi mhow he nanaged in



La Fere. '|I amnarried,' he said, 'and | have ny pretty children
But frankly, it is nolife at all. Fromnorning to night | pledge

a pack of good enough fell ows who know not hi ng.

It faired as the night went on, and the noon cane out of the
clouds. W sat in front of the door, talking softly with Bazin.
At the guard-house opposite, the guard was being for ever turned
out, as trains of field artillery kept clanking in out of the
night, or patrols of horsemen trotted by in their cloaks. Mdane
Bazin cane out after a while; she was tired with her day's work, |
suppose; and she nestled up to her husband and | aid her head upon
his breast. He had his arm about her, and kept gently patting her
on the shoulder. | think Bazin was right, and he was really

married. O how few people can the sane be said

Little did the Bazins know how nuch they served us. W were
charged for candles, for food and drink, and for the beds we sl ept
in. But there was nothing in the bill for the husband' s pl easant
talk; nor for the pretty spectacle of their married life. And
there was yet another item unchanged. For these people's
politeness really set us up again in our own esteem W had a
thirst for consideration; the sense of insult was still hot in our
spirits; and civil usage seenmed to restore us to our position in

the worl d.

How little we pay our way in life! Al though we have our purses
continually in our hand, the better part of service goes stil
unrewarded. But | like to fancy that a grateful spirit gives as
good as it gets. Perhaps the Bazins knew how nmuch | |iked thenf
per haps they al so were heal ed of sone slights by the thanks that |

gave themin ny manner?



DOWN THE O SE

THROUGH THE GOLDEN VALLEY

BELOW La Fere the river runs through a piece of open pastora
country; green, opulent, loved by breeders; called the CGol den
Valley. In wide sweeps, and with a swift and equabl e gallop, the
ceasel ess stream of water visits and makes green the fields. Kine,
and horses, and little hunorous donkeys, browse together in the
meadows, and cone down in troops to the river-side to drink. They
make a strange feature in the | andscape; above all when they are
startled, and you see themgalloping to and fro with their

i ncongruous forns and faces. It gives a feeling as of great,

unf enced panpas, and the herds of wandering nations. There were
hills in the distance upon either hand; and on one side, the river

somet i nes bordered on the wooded spurs of Coucy and St. Gobain.

The artillery were practising at La Fere; and soon the cannon of
heaven joined in that loud play. Two continents of cloud nmet and
exchanged sal vos overhead; while all round the horizon we could see
sunshine and clear air upon the hills. Wat with the guns and the
thunder, the herds were all frightened in the Golden Valley. W
could see themtossing their heads, and running to and fro in

ti norous indecision; and when they had made up their ninds, and the
donkey followed the horse, and the cow was after the donkey, we
could hear their hooves thundering abroad over the nmeadows. It had
a martial sound, |ike cavalry charges. And altogether, as far as
the ears are concerned, we had a very rousing battle-piece

performed for our anusenent.



At | ast the guns and the thunder dropped off; the sun shone on the
wet neadows; the air was scented with the breath of rejoicing trees
and grass; and the river kept unweariedly carrying us on at its
best pace. There was a manufacturing district about Chauny; and
after that the banks grew so high that they hid the adjacent
country, and we could see nothing but clay sides, and one w || ow
after another. Only, here and there, we passed by a village or a
ferry, and some wondering child upon the bank would stare after us
until we turned the corner. | daresay we continued to paddle in

that child's dreans for nany a night after

Sun and shower alternated |ike day and ni ght, naking the hours

| onger by their variety. Wen the showers were heavy, | could fee
each drop striking through ny jersey to ny warm skin; and the
accunul ation of snmall shocks put nme nearly beside nyself. |
decided | should buy a mackintosh at Noyon. It is nothing to get
wet; but the misery of these individual pricks of cold all over ny
body at the sanme instant of tinme nade ne flail the water with ny
paddl e |i ke a madman. The Cl GARETTE was greatly anmused by these
ebullitions. It gave himsonmething else to | ook at besides clay

banks and wil | ows.

Al the tinme, the river stole away like a thief in straight places,
or swung round corners with an eddy; the willows nodded, and were
underm ned all day long; the clay banks tunmbled in; the G se, which
had been so many centuries making the Gol den Valley, seened to have
changed its fancy, and be bent upon undoing its perfornmance. What
a nunber of things a river does, by sinply following Gavity in the

i nnocence of its heart!



NOYON CATHEDRAL

NOYON stands about a nmile fromthe river, inalittle plain
surrounded by wooded hills, and entirely covers an em nence with
its tile roofs, surnounted by a long, straight-backed cat hedra
with two stiff towers. As we got into the town, the tile roofs
seenmed to tunbl e uphill one upon another, in the oddest disorder
but for all their scranbling, they did not attain above the knees
of the cathedral, which stood, upright and solem, over all. As
the streets drew near to this presiding genius, through the market-
pl ace under the Hotel de Ville, they grew enptier and nore
composed. Blank walls and shuttered wi ndows were turned to the
great edifice, and grass grew on the white causeway. 'Put off thy
shoes fromoff thy feet, for the place whereon thou standest is
holy ground.'" The Hotel du Nord, nevertheless, lights its secul ar
tapers within a stone-cast of the church; and we had the superb
east-end before our eyes all nmorning fromthe w ndow of our
bedroom | have sel dom | ooked on the east-end of a church with
nmore conpl ete synpathy. As it flanges out in three wide terraces
and settles down broadly on the earth, it |ooks |ike the poop of
some great old battle-ship. Hollow backed buttresses carry vases,
which figure for the stern lanterns. There is a roll in the
ground, and the towers just appear above the pitch of the roof, as
t hough the good ship were bowing lazily over an Atlantic swell. At
any nonent it mght be a hundred feet away fromyou, clinbing the
next billow. At any nonent a wi ndow ni ght open, and sone old
admiral thrust forth a cocked hat, and proceed to take an
observation. The old admirals sail the sea no |longer; the old
ships of battle are all broken up, and live only in pictures; but
this, that was a church before ever they were thought upon, is

still a church, and makes as brave an appearance by the G se. The



cathedral and the river are probably the two ol dest things for

m | es around; and certainly they have both a grand ol d age.

The Sacristan took us to the top of one of the towers, and showed
us the five bells hanging in their loft. From above, the town was
a tessel ated pavenent of roofs and gardens; the old line of ranpart
was plainly traceable; and the Sacristan pointed out to us, far
across the plain, in a bit of gleamng sky between two cl ouds, the

towers of Chateau Coucy.

I find | never weary of great churches. It is ny favourite kind of
nmount ai n scenery. Mankind was never so happily inspired as when it
made a cathedral: a thing as single and specious as a statue to
the first glance, and yet, on exanmination, as lively and
interesting as a forest in detail. The height of spires cannot be
taken by trigononetry; they nmeasure absurdly short, but how tall
they are to the admiring eye! And where we have so many el egant
proportions, growing one out of the other, and all together into
one, it seens as if proportion transcended itself, and becane

sonmet hing different and nore inposing. | could never fathom how a
man dares to lift up his voice to preach in a cathedral. What is
he to say that will not be an anti-climx? For though | have heard
a considerable variety of sernons, | never yet heard one that was
SO expressive as a cathedral. 'Tis the best preacher itself, and
preaches day and night; not only telling you of man's art and
aspirations in the past, but convicting your own soul of ardent
sympat hies; or rather, like all good preachers, it sets you
preaching to yourself; - and every man is his own doctor of

divinity in the last resort.

As | sat outside of the hotel in the course of the afternoon, the
sweet groani ng thunder of the organ floated out of the church Iike

a sunmons. | was not averse, liking the theatre so well, to sit



out an act or two of the play, but | could never rightly nmake out
the nature of the service | beheld. Four or five priests and as
many choristers were singi ng M SERERE before the high altar when |
went in. There was no congregation but a few old wonen on chairs
and old nmen kneeling on the pavenent. After a while a long train
of young girls, walking two and two, each with a lighted taper in
her hand, and all dressed in black with a white veil, cane from
behind the altar, and began to descend the nave; the four first
carrying a Virgin and child upon a table. The priests and
choristers arose fromtheir knees and foll owed after, singing 'Ave
Mary' as they went. In this order they made the circuit of the
cathedral, passing twice before ne where | |eaned against a pillar.
The priest who seened of npbst consequence was a strange, down-

| ooking old man. He kept munbling prayers with his lips; but as he
| ooked upon ne darkling, it did not seemas if prayer were
uppernost in his heart. Two others, who bore the burthen of the
chaunt, were stout, brutal, nilitary-looking men of forty, with
bol d, over-fed eyes; they sang with sone |ustiness, and trolled
forth 'Ave Mary' like a garrison catch. The little girls were
timd and grave. As they footed slowy up the aisle, each one took
a monent's glance at the Englishman; and the big nun who pl ayed
marshal fairly stared himout of countenance. As for the
choristers, fromfirst to last they m sbehaved as only boys can

m sbehave; and cruelly marred the performance with their antics.

| understood a great deal of the spirit of what went on. Indeed it
woul d be difficult not to understand the M SERERE, which | take to
be the conposition of an atheist. |If it ever be a good thing to
take such despondency to heart, the M SERERE is the right nusic,
and a cathedral a fit scene. So far | amat one with the
Catholics:- an odd name for them after all? But why, in God' s
nane, these holiday choristers? why these priests who stea

wanderi ng | ooks about the congregation while they feign to be at



prayer? why this fat nun, who rudely arranges her procession and
shakes delinquent virgins by the el bow? why this spitting, and
snuffing, and forgetting of keys, and the thousand and one little
m sadventures that disturb a frame of mnd |aboriously edified with
chaunts and organings? |In any play-house reverend fathers nay see
what can be done with a little art, and how, to nove high
sentinments, it is necessary to drill the supernuneraries and have

every stool in its proper place.

One ot her circunmstance distressed ne. | could bear a M SERERE
nmysel f, having had a good deal of open-air exercise of late; but I
wi shed the ol d people sonewhere else. It was neither the right
sort of nusic nor the right sort of divinity for men and wonmen who
have cone through nost accidents by this tine, and probably have an
opi nion of their own upon the tragic elenent inlife. A person up
in years can generally do his own M SERERE for hinself; although I
notice that such an one often prefers JUBI LATE DEO for his ordinary
singing. On the whole, the nost religious exercise for the aged is
probably to recall their own experience; so many friends dead, so
many hopes di sappoi nted, so many slips and stunbles, and wi thal so
many bright days and smiling providences; there is surely the

matter of a very eloquent sernon in all this.

On the whole, | was greatly solemised. 1In the little pictoria

map of our whole Inland Voyage, which ny fancy still preserves, and
sonetines unrolls for the anusenent of odd nonents, Noyon cat hedral
figures on a nost preposterous scale, and nust be nearly as |arge
as a departnment. | can still see the faces of the priests as if
they were at ny el bow, and hear AVE MARI A, ORA PRO NOBI S, soundi ng
through the church. Al Noyon is blotted out for ne by these
superior nenories; and | do not care to say nore about the place.

It was but a stack of brown roofs at the best, where | believe

people live very reputably in a quiet way; but the shadow of the



church falls upon it when the sun is low, and the five bells are

heard in all quarters, telling that the organ has begun. [|f ever
join the Church of Rome, | shall stipulate to be Bi shop of Noyon on
the G se.

DOWN THE O SE

TO COWPI EGNE

THE nost patient people grow weary at |last with being continually
wetted with rain; except of course in the Scottish H ghlands, where
there are not enough fine intervals to point the difference. That
was |ike to be our case, the day we left Noyon. | renenber nothing
of the voyage; it was nothing but clay banks and wllows, and rain;
i ncessant, pitiless, beating rain; until we stopped to lunch at a
little inn at Pinprez, where the canal ran very near the river. W
were so sadly drenched that the landlady lit a few sticks in the
chimey for our confort; there we sat in a steam of vapour

| anenting our concerns. The husband donned a gane-bag and strode
out to shoot; the wife sat in a far corner watching us. | think we
were worth |ooking at. W grunbled over the msfortune of La Fere;
we forecast other La Feres in the future; - although things went
better with the Cl GARETTE for spokesnman; he had nore apl onb
altogether than |; and a dull, positive way of approaching a

| andl ady that carried off the india-rubber bags. Talking of La

Fere put us talking of the reservists.

"Reservery,' said he, 'seens a pretty nean way to spend ones autumm

hol i day.



" About as nean,' returned | dejectedly, 'as canoeing.

' These gentlenmen travel for their pleasure? asked the | andl ady,

wi t h unconsci ous irony.

It was too much. The scales fell fromour eyes. Another wet day,

it was determ ned, and we put the boats into the train.

The weat her took the hint. That was our |last wetting. The
afternoon faired up: grand clouds still voyaged in the sky, but
now singly, and with a depth of blue around their path; and a
sunset in the daintiest rose and gold inaugurated a thick night of
stars and a nonth of unbroken weather. At the same tine, the river
began to give us a better outlook into the country. The banks were
not so high, the willows disappeared fromalong the margin, and

pl easant hills stood all along its course and marked their profile

on the sky.

Inalittle while the canal, comng to its last |ock, began to

di scharge its water-houses on the O se; so that we had no | ack of
conpany to fear. Here were all our old friends; the DEO GRATI AS of
Conde and the FOUR SONS OF AYMON journeyed cheerily down stream
along with us; we exchanged waterside pleasantries with the
steersman perched anong the |unber, or the driver hoarse with

baw ing to his horses; and the children cane and | ooked over the
side as we paddled by. W had never known all this while how nuch
we mssed them but it gave us a fillip to see the snoke fromtheir

chi meys.

Alittle below this junction we nade anot her neeting of yet nore
account. For there we were joined by the Aisne, already a far-

travelled river and fresh out of Chanpagne. Here ended the



adol escence of the O se; this was his narriage day; thenceforward
he had a stately, brinmming march, conscious of his own dignity and
sundry dans. He becane a tranquil feature in the scene. The trees
and towns saw thenselves in him as in a mrror. He carried the
canoes lightly on his broad breast; there was no need to work hard
agai nst an eddy: but idleness becane the order of the day, and
mere strai ghtforward di pping of the paddl e, now on this side, now
on that, without intelligence or effort. Truly we were conming into
hal cyon weat her upon all accounts, and were floated towards the sea

i ke gentlenen.

We nade Conpi egne as the sun was going down: a fine profile of a
town above the river. Over the bridge, a reginment was parading to
the drum People loitered on the quay, sone fishing, some | ooking
idly at the stream And as the two boats shot in along the water,
we coul d see them pointing them out and speaki ng one to another

We | anded at a floating | avatory, where the washer-wonen were stil

beating the cl ot hes.

AT COWVPI EGNE

WE put up at a big, bustling hotel in Conpiegne, where nobody

observed our presence.

Reservery and general MLITARI SMJS (as the Germans call it) were
rampant. A canp of conical white tents wi thout the town | ooked
like a | eaf out of a picture Bible; sword-belts decorated the walls
of the CAFES; and the streets kept sounding all day long with
mlitary nmusic. It was not possible to be an Englishman and avoid

a feeling of elation; for the nen who foll owed the druns were



smal |, and wal ked shabbily. Each man inclined at his own angl e,
and jolted to his own conveni ence, as he went. There was not hing
of the superb gait with which a reginent of tall Hi ghlanders noves
behind its nusic, solem and inevitable, like a natural phenonmenon.
Who that has seen it can forget the drummajor pacing in front, the
drumers' tiger-skins, the pipers' sw nging plaids, the strange
elastic rhythmof the whole reginment footing it in time - and the
bang of the drum when the brasses cease, and the shrill pipes take

up the nmartial story in their place?

A girl, at school in France, began to describe one of our reginents
on parade to her French school nates; and as she went on, she told
me, the recollection grew so vivid, she becane so proud to be the
count rywonan of such soldiers, and so sorry to be in another
country, that her voice failed her and she burst into tears.

have never forgotten that girl; and | think she very nearly
deserves a statue. To call her a young lady, with all its nimny
associations, would be to offer her an insult. She may rest
assured of one thing: although she never should marry a heroic
general, never see any great or imediate result of her life, she

will not have lived in vain for her native | and.

But though French soldiers showto ill advantage on parade, on the
march they are gay, alert, and willing Iike a troop of fox-hunters.
| renmenber once seeing a conpany pass through the forest of
Font ai nebl eau, on the Chailly road, between the Bas Breau and the
Rei ne Bl anche. One fellow walked a little before the rest, and
sang a | oud, audaci ous nmarching song. The rest bestirred their
feet, and even swung their nuskets in tine. A young officer on
hor seback had hard ado to keep his countenance at the words. You
never saw anything so cheerful and spontaneous as their gait;
school boys do not | ook nore eagerly at hare and hounds; and you

woul d have thought it inpossible to tire such willing marchers.



My great delight in Conpiegne was the town-hall. | doted upon the
town-hall. It is a nonunent of Gothic insecurity, all turreted

and gargoyl ed, and sl ashed, and bedi zened with half a score of
architectural fancies. Sone of the niches are gilt and pai nted;
and in a great square panel in the centre, in black relief on a
gilt ground, Louis XlI. rides upon a pacing horse, with hand on hip
and head thrown back. There is royal arrogance in every |line of
him the stirruped foot projects insolently fromthe frane; the eye
is hard and proud; the very horse seens to be treading with
gratification over prostrate serfs, and to have the breath of the
trunpet in his nostrils. So rides for ever, on the front of the

town-hall, the good king Louis Xll., the father of his people.

Over the king's head, in the tall centre turret, appears the dia

of a clock; and high above that, three little nechanical figures,
each one with a hanmer in his hand, whose business it is to chine
out the hours and hal ves and quarters for the burgesses of

Conpi egne. The centre figure has a gilt breast-plate; the two
others wear gilt trunk-hose; and they all three have el egant,
flapping hats |ike cavaliers. As the quarter approaches, they turn
their heads and | ook knowi ngly one to the other; and then, KLING go
the three hammers on three little bells below. The hour foll ows,
deep and sonorous, fromthe interior of the tower; and the gil ded

gentlenen rest fromtheir |abours with contentnent.

I had a great deal of healthy pleasure fromtheir nmanoeuvres, and
took good care to miss as few performances as possible; and | found
that even the Cl GARETTE, while he pretended to despise ny

ent husiasm was nore or |ess a devotee hinself. There is sonething
hi ghly absurd in the exposition of such toys to the outrages of

Wi nter on a housetop. They would be nore in keeping in a glass

case before a Nurnberg clock. Above all, at night, when the



children are abed, and even grown people are snoring under quilts,
does it not seeminpertinent to | eave these ginger-bread figures

wi nking and tinkling to the stars and the rolling noon? The
gargoyles may fitly enough twi st their ape-like heads; fitly enough
may the potentate bestride his charger, like a centurion in an old
German print of the VIA DOLORCSA; but the toys should be put away
in a box anong sone cotton, until the sun rises, and the children

are abroad again to be anused

I n Conpi egne post-office a great packet of letters awaited us; and
the authorities were, for this occasion only, so polite as to hand

t hem over upon application

In sone ways, our journey nay be said to end with this letter-bag
at Conpi egne. The spell was broken. W had partly conme hone from

t hat nonent.

No one shoul d have any correspondence on a journey; it is bad
enough to have to wite; but the receipt of letters is the death of

all holiday feeling.

"Qut of my country and nyself | go." | wish to take a dive anong
new conditions for a while, as into another elenent. | have
nothing to do with nmy friends or ny affections for the tine; when
came away, | left my heart at hone in a desk, or sent it forward
with ny portmanteau to await ne at ny destination. After ny
journey is over, | shall not fail to read your adnirable letters
with the attention they deserve. But | have paid all this noney,
| ook you, and paddled all these strokes, for no other purpose than
to be abroad; and yet you keep ne at hone with your perpetua
communi cations. You tug the string, and | feel that | ama
tethered bird. You pursue ne all over Europe with the little

vexations that | canme away to avoid. There is no discharge in the



war of life, | amwell aware; but shall there not be so nuch as a

week's furl ough?

We were up by six, the day we were to | eave. They had taken so
little note of us that | hardly thought they would have
condescended on a bill. But they did, with some snmart particulars
too; and we paid in a civilised manner to an uninterested clerk

and went out of that hotel, with the india-rubber bags, unremarked.
No one cared to know about us. It is not possible to rise before a
village; but Conpiegne was so grown a town, that it took its ease
in the norning; and we were up and away while it was still in
dressi ng-gown and slippers. The streets were left to people
washi ng door-steps; nobody was in full dress but the cavaliers upon
the town-hall; they were all washed with dew, spruce in their
gilding, and full of intelligence and a sense of professiona
responsibility. KLING went they on the bells for the hal f-past six
as we went by. | took it kind of themto make nme this parting
conplinent; they never were in better form not even at noon upon a

Sunday.

There was no one to see us off but the early washerwonen - early
and late - who were already beating the linen in their floating

| avatory on the river. They were very nerry and matutinal in their
ways; plunged their arns boldly in, and seened not to feel the
shock. It would be dispiriting to ne, this early beginning and
first cold dabble of a nost dispiriting day's work. But | believe
they woul d have been as unwilling to change days with us as we
could be to change with them They crowded to the door to watch us
paddl e away into the thin sunny nists upon the river; and shouted

heartily after us till we were through the bridge.

CHANGED TI MES



THERE is a sense in which those mists never rose fromoff our
journey; and fromthat tine forth they lie very densely in ny note-
book. As long as the O se was a snmall rural river, it took us near
by people's doors, and we could hold a conversation with natives in
the riparian fields. But now that it had grown so wide, the life
al ong shore passed us by at a distance. It was the sane difference
as between a great public highway and a country by-path that
wanders in and out of cottage gardens. W now lay in towns, where
nobody troubled us with questions; we had floated into civilised
life, where people pass without salutation. |In sparsely inhabited
pl aces, we nmake all we can of each encounter; but when it conmes to
a city, we keep to ourselves, and never speak unless we have
trodden on a nman's toes. In these waters we were no | onger strange
bi rds, and nobody supposed we had travelled farther than fromthe
last town. | renmenber, when we cane into L'Isle Adam for

i nstance, how we net dozens of pleasure-boats outing it for the
afternoon, and there was nothing to distinguish the true voyager
fromthe amateur, except, perhaps, the filthy condition of nmy sail.
The conpany in one boat actually thought they recognised nme for a
nei ghbour. Was there ever anything nore wounding? Al the romance
had conme down to that. Now, on the upper O se, where nothing
sailed as a general thing but fish, a pair of canoeists could not
be thus vulgarly expl ai ned away; we were strange and picturesque

i ntruders; and out of people's wonder sprang a sort of |ight and
passing intimacy all along our route. There is nothing but tit-
for-tat in this world, though sonetines it be a little difficult to
trace: for the scores are older than we ourselves, and there has
never yet been a settling-day since things were. You get

entertai nnent pretty nmuch in proportion as you give. As long as we

were a sort of odd wanderers, to be stared at and followed |ike a



quack doctor or a caravan, we had no want of anusement in return
but as soon as we sank into comonpl ace ourselves, all whom we net
were sinmlarly disenchanted. And here is one reason of a dozen,

why the world is dull to dull persons.

In our earlier adventures there was generally sonething to do, and
that qui ckened us. Even the showers of rain had a revivifying

ef fect, and shook up the brain fromtorpor. But now, when the
river no longer ran in a proper sense, only glided seaward with an
even, outright, but inperceptible speed, and when the sky sniled
upon us day after day without variety, we began to slip into that

gol den doze of the mind which follows upon nmuch exercise in the

open air. | have stupefied nmyself in this way nore than once;

i ndeed, | dearly love the feeling; but | never had it to the sane
degree as when paddling dowmn the G se. It was the apotheosis of
stupidity.

We ceased reading entirely. Sonetinmes when | found a new paper,
took a particular pleasure in reading a single nunber of the
current novel; but | never could bear nore than three instal ments;
and even the second was a di sappointnment. As soon as the tale
becane in any way perspicuous, it lost all nerit in ny eyes; only a
single scene, or, as is the way with these FEU LLETONS, half a
scene, W thout antecedent or consequence, like a piece of a dream
had the knack of fixing nmy interest. The less | saw of the novel
the better | liked it: a pregnant reflection. But for the nost
part, as | said, we neither of us read anything in the world, and
enpl oyed the very little while we were awake between bed and di nner
in poring upon maps. | have always been fond of maps, and can
voyage in an atlas with the greatest enjoynent. The nanmes of

pl aces are singularly inviting; the contour of coasts and rivers is
enthralling to the eye; and to hit, in a map, upon sone place you

have heard of before, makes history a new possession. But we



t hunbed our charts, on these evenings, with the bl ankest unconcern
We cared not a fraction for this place or that. W stared at the
sheet as children listen to their rattle; and read the nanmes of
towns or villages to forget themagain at once. W had no romance
in the matter; there was nobody so fancy-free. |f you had taken
the maps away while we were studying themnost intently, it is a
fair bet whether we might not have continued to study the table

with the sane delight.

About one thing we were mghtily taken up, and that was eating. |
think I nmade a god of ny belly. | renenber dwelling in inagination
upon this or that dish till ny nouth watered; and | ong before we
got in for the night ny appetite was a clamant, instant annoyance.
Sonetinmes we paddl ed al ongside for a while and whetted each ot her
with gastrononical fancies as we went. Cake and sherry, a honely
rejection, but not within reach upon the G se, trotted through ny
head for many a nile; and once, as we were approachi ng Verberi e,
the Cl GARETTE brought mny heart into nmy nmouth by the suggestion of

oyster-patties and Sauterne.

| suppose none of us recognise the great part that is played in
life by eating and drinking. The appetite is so inperious that we
can stomach the |east interesting viands, and pass off a dinner-
hour thankfully enough on bread and water; just as there are nen
who nmust read sonething, if it were only BRADSHAW S GUI DE.  But
there is a romance about the nmatter after all. Probably the table
has nore devotees than |ove; and | amsure that food is nuch nore
generally entertaining than scenery. Do you give in, as Wlt
Whi t man woul d say, that you are any the less immortal for that?
The true materialismis to be ashamed of what we are. To detect
the flavour of an olive is no |l ess a piece of hunan perfection than

to find beauty in the colours of the sunset.



Canoei ng was easy work. To dip the paddle at the proper
inclination, nowright, nowleft; to keep the head down stream to
enpty the little pool that gathered in the lap of the apron; to
screw up the eyes against the glittering sparkles of sun upon the
wat er; or now and again to pass bel ow the whistling towrope of the
DEO GRATI AS of Conde, or the FOUR SONS OF AYMON - there was not
much art in that; certain silly nmuscles managed it between sl eep
and waki ng; and nmeanwhil e the brain had a whol e holiday, and went
to sleep. W took in, at a glance, the larger features of the
scene; and beheld, with half an eye, bloused fishers and dabbling
washerwonen on the bank. Now and again we night be hal f-wakened by
some church spire, by a leaping fish, or by a trail of river grass
that clung about the paddl e and had to be plucked off and thrown
away. But these lum nous intervals were only partially |um nous.
Alittle more of us was called into action, but never the whole.
The central bureau of nerves, what in some noods we call CQurselves
enjoyed its holiday w thout disturbance, |ike a Governnent O fice.
The great wheels of intelligence turned idly in the head, like fly-
wheel s, grinding no grist. | have gone on for half an hour at a
time, counting ny strokes and forgetting the hundreds. | flatter
nmysel f the beasts that perish could not underbid that, as a | ow
form of consciousness. And what a pleasure it was! \Wat a hearty,
tolerant tenper did it bring about! There is nothing captious
about a man who has attained to this, the one possibl e apotheosis
inlife, the Apotheosis of Stupidity; and he begins to fee

dignified and | ongaevous |like a tree.

There was one odd piece of practical netaphysics which acconpani ed
what | may call the depth, if | nust not call it the intensity, of
my abstraction. What philosophers call ME and NOT- ME, EGO and NON
EGO, preoccupied me whether I would or no. There was |ess ME and

nmore NOT-ME than | was accustoned to expect. | |ooked on upon

sonmebody el se, who managed the paddling; | was aware of sonmebody



el se's feet against the stretcher; ny own body seenmed to have no
nore intimate relation to me than the canoe, or the river, or the
river banks. Nor this alone: sonething inside ny mnd, a part of
nmy brain, a province of ny proper being, had throwmn off allegiance
and set up for itself, or perhaps for the somebody el se who did the
paddling. | had dwindled into quite a little thing in a corner of
myself. | was isolated in my own skull. Thoughts presented

t hensel ves unbi dden; they were not ny thoughts, they were plainly
some one else's; and | considered themlike a part of the

| andscape. | take it, in short, that | was about as near N rvana
as woul d be convenient in practical life; and if this be so, | nake
t he Buddhi sts ny sincere conplinments; 'tis an agreeable state, not
very consistent with nental brilliancy, not exactly profitable in a
money point of view, but very calm golden, and incurious, and one
that sets a man superior to alarns. It nmay be best figured by
supposi ng yourself to get dead drunk, and yet keep sober to enjoy
it. | have a notion that open-air |abourers nust spend a | arge
portion of their days in this ecstatic stupor, which explains their
hi gh conposure and endurance. A pity to go to the expense of

| audanum when here is a better paradise for nothing!

This frane of nmind was the great exploit of our voyage, take it al
inall. It was the farthest piece of travel acconplished. |ndeed,
it lies so far from beaten paths of |anguage, that | despair of
getting the reader into synpathy with the sniling, conplacent

i diocy of ny condition; when ideas cane and went like notes in a
sunbeam when trees and church spires along the bank surged up
fromtime to time into ny notice, like solid objects through a
rolling cloudl and; when the rhythm cal swi sh of boat and paddle in
the water becane a cradle-song to lull ny thoughts asl eep; when a
pi ece of nmud on the deck was sonetines an intol erabl e eyesore, and
sonmetines quite a conpanion for ne, and the object of pleased

consideration; - and all the time, with the river running and the



shores changi ng upon either hand, | kept counting ny strokes and

forgetting the hundreds, the happiest aninmal in France.

DOMWN THE O SE: CHURCH | NTERI ORS

WE nade our first stage bel ow Conpi egne to Pont Sainte Maxence. |
was abroad a little after six the next norning. The air was
biting, and snelt of frost. |In an open place a score of wonen

wr angl ed toget her over the day's market; and the noise of their
negoti ati on sounded thin and querul ous |ike that of sparrows on a
winter's norning. The rare passengers blew into their hands, and
shuffled in their wooden shoes to set the blood agog. The streets
were full of icy shadow, although the chi meys were snoking
overhead in gol den sunshine. |If you wake early enough at this
season of the year, you may get up in Decenber to break your fast

in June.

I found ny way to the church; for there is always sonething to see
about a church, whether |iving worshippers or dead nen's tonbs; you
find there the deadliest earnest, and the holl owest deceit; and
even where it is not a piece of history, it will be certain to | eak
out sone contenporary gossip. It was scarcely so cold in the
church as it was without, but it |ooked colder. The white nave was
positively arctic to the eye; and the tawdriness of a continenta
altar |ooked nmore forlorn than usual in the solitude and the bl eak
air. Two priests sat in the chancel, reading and waiting
penitents; and out in the nave, one very old woman was engaged in
her devotions. It was a wonder how she was abl e to pass her beads

when heal thy young people were breathing in their palns and



sl apping their chest; but though this concerned ne, | was yet nore
dispirited by the nature of her exercises. She went fromchair to
chair, fromaltar to altar, circumavigating the church. To each
shrine she dedi cated an equal nunber of beads and an equal |ength
of time. Like a prudent capitalist with a sonewhat cynical view of
the conmerci al prospect, she desired to place her supplications in
a great variety of heavenly securities. She would risk nothing on
the credit of any single intercessor. Qut of the whole conpany of
saints and angel s, not one but was to suppose hinself her chanpion
el ect against the Great Assize! | could only think of it as a

dull, transparent jugglery, based upon unconsci ous unbeli ef.

She was as dead an old woman as ever | saw, no nore than bone and
parchment, curiously put together. Her eyes, with which she
interrogated mne, were vacant of sense. |t depends on what you
call seeing, whether you might not call her blind. Perhaps she had
known | ove: perhaps borne children, suckled them and given them
pet nanes. But now that was all gone by, and had | eft her neither
happi er nor wiser; and the best she could do with her nornings was
to come up here into the cold church and juggle for a slice of
heaven. It was not without a gulp that | escaped into the streets
and the keen nmorning air. Mrning? why, howtired of it she would
be before night! and if she did not sleep, howthen? It is
fortunate that not nany of us are brought up publicly to justify
our lives at the bar of threescore years and ten; fortunate that
such a nunber are knocked opportunely on the head in what they cal
the flower of their years, and go away to suffer for their follies
in private somewhere else. Oherw se, between sick children and

di scontented old folk, we mght be put out of all conceit of life.

I had need of all ny cerebral hygiene during that day's paddl e:
the old devotee stuck in ny throat sorely. But | was soon in the

seventh heaven of stupidity; and knew nothing but that sonmebody was



paddl i ng a canoe, while | was counting his strokes and forgetting
the hundreds. | used sonetinmes to be afraid | should renenber the
hundr eds; which would have made a toil of a pleasure; but the
terror was chinerical, they went out of ny mnd by enchantnent, and

I knew no nore than the man in the noon about ny only occupation

At Creil, where we stopped to lunch, we left the canoes in another
floating | avatory, which, as it was high noon, was packed wth
washerwonen, red-handed and | oud-voi ced; and they and their broad
j okes are about all | renmenber of the place. | could | ook up ny
hi st ory-books, if you were very anxious, and tell you a date or
two; for it figured rather largely in the English wars. But |
prefer to mention a girls' boardi ng-school, which had an interest
for us because it was a girls' boardi ng-school, and because we

i magi ned we had rather an interest for it. At least - there were
the girls about the garden; and here were we on the river; and
there was nore than one handkerchi ef waved as we went by. It
caused quite a stir in ny heart; and yet how we shoul d have weari ed
and despi sed each other, these girls and I, if we had been

i ntroduced at a croquet-party! But this is a fashion | love: to
ki ss the hand or wave a handkerchief to people | shall never see
again, to play with possibility, and knock in a peg for fancy to
hang upon. It gives the traveller a jog, remnds himthat he is
not a traveller everywhere, and that his journey is no nore than a

siesta by the way on the real narch of life.

The church at Creil was a nondescript place in the inside, splashed
with gaudy lights fromthe wi ndows, and picked out with nedallions
of the Dol orous Way. But there was one oddity, in the way of an EX
VOTO, which pleased nme hugely: a faithful nodel of a canal boat,
swung fromthe vault, with a witten aspiration that God should
conduct the SAINT NI COLAS of Creil to a good haven. The thing was

neatly executed, and woul d have nmade the delight of a party of boys



on the water-side. But what tickled ne was the gravity of the
peril to be conjured. You might hang up the nodel of a sea-going
ship, and welcome: one that is to plough a furrow round the world,
and visit the tropic or the frosty poles, runs dangers that are
well worth a candle and a mass. But the SAINT NI COLAS of Creil,

whi ch was to be tugged for sone ten years by patient draught-
horses, in a weedy canal, with the poplars chattering overhead, and
t he skipper whistling at the tiller; which was to do all its
errands in green inland places, and never get out of sight of a
village belfry in all its cruising; why, you would have thought if
anyt hing coul d be done without the intervention of Providence, it
woul d be that! But perhaps the skipper was a hunorist: or perhaps
a prophet, reninding people of the seriousness of life by this

pr epost er ous token.

At Creil, as at Noyon, Saint Joseph seenmed a favourite saint on the
score of punctuality. Day and hour can be specified; and gratefu
people do not fail to specify themon a votive tablet, when prayers
have been punctually and neatly answered. \henever tine is a

consi deration, Saint Joseph is the proper internediary. | took a
sort of pleasure in observing the vogue he had in France, for the
good man plays a very small part in my religion at hone. Yet |
could not help fearing that, where the Saint is so nuch comuanded
for exactitude, he will be expected to be very grateful for his

tabl et .

This is foolishness to us Protestants; and not of great inportance
anyway. \Wether people's gratitude for the good gifts that come to
them be wi sely conceived or dutifully expressed, is a secondary
matter, after all, so long as they feel gratitude. The true

i gnorance i s when a man does not know that he has received a good
gift, or begins to imagine that he has got it for hinself. The

sel f-made man is the funniest windbag after all! There is a narked



di fference between decreeing light in chaos, and lighting the gas
in a nmetropolitan back-parlour with a box of patent matches; and do
what we will, there is always sonething made to our hand, if it

were only our fingers.

But there was sonething worse than foolishness placarded in Crei
Church. The Association of the Living Rosary (of which | had never
previously heard) is responsible for that. This Association was
founded, according to the printed advertisenent, by a brief of Pope
Gregory Sixteenth, on the 17th of January 1832: according to a
coloured bas-relief, it seenms to have been founded, sonetine other
by the Virgin giving one rosary to Saint Dominic, and the |nfant
Savi our giving another to Saint Catharine of Siena. Pope Gegory
is not so inposing, but he is nearer hand. | could not distinctly
make out whether the Association was entirely devotional, or had an
eye to good works; at least it is highly organised: the nanes of
fourteen matrons and m sses were filled in for each week of the
month as associates, with one other, generally a narried wonan, at
the top for ZELATRICE: the |eader of the band. Indul gences,

pl enary and partial, follow on the performance of the duties of the
Associ ation. 'The partial indulgences are attached to the
recitation of the rosary." On 'the recitation of the required

DI ZAINE," a partial indulgence pronptly follows. Wen people serve
t he ki ngdom of heaven with a pass-book in their hands, | should

al ways be afraid | est they should carry the sane conmercial spirit
into their dealings with their fell ownmen, which would make a sad

and sordi d business of this life.

There is one nore article, however, of happier inport. 'All these
i ndul gences,' it appeared, 'are applicable to souls in purgatory.
For CGod's sake, ye ladies of Creil, apply themall to the souls in

purgatory without delay! Burns would take no hire for his |ast

songs, preferring to serve his country out of unm xed | ove.



Suppose you were to imtate the exci seman, nmesdanes, and even if
the souls in purgatory were not greatly bettered, sone souls in
Creil upon the G se would find thensel ves none the worse either

here or hereafter

I cannot help wondering, as | transcribe these notes, whether a
Protestant born and bred is in a fit state to understand these
signs, and do them what justice they deserve; and | cannot help
answering that he is not. They cannot | ook so nerely ugly and nean
to the faithful as they do to me. | see that as clearly as a
proposition in Euclid. For these believers are neither weak nor

wi cked. They can put up their tablet conmmandi ng Sai nt Joseph for
his despatch, as if he were still a village carpenter; they can
‘recite the required DI ZAINE,' and netaphorically pocket the

i ndul gence, as if they had done a job for Heaven; and then they can
go out and | ook down unabashed upon this wonderful river flow ng
by, and up w thout confusion at the pin-point stars, which are
thensel ves great worlds full of flowing rivers greater than the
Ose. | seeit as plainly, | say, as a proposition in Euclid, that
my Protestant mind has missed the point, and that there goes with
these defornities sone higher and nore religious spirit than

dream

I wonder if other people would nake the sane all owances for ne!
Li ke the ladies of Creil, having recited ny rosary of toleration, |

| ook for ny indul gence on the spot.

PRECY AND THE MARI ONNETTES

WE nmade Precy about sundown. The plain is rich with tufts of



poplar. In a wide, |lumnous curve, the O se lay under the
hillside. A faint mst began to rise and confound the different

di stances together. There was not a sound audi bl e but that of the
sheep-bells in sone neadows by the river, and the creaking of a
cart down the long road that descends the hill. The villas in
their gardens, the shops along the street, all seened to have been
deserted the day before; and | felt inclined to walk discreetly as
one feels in a silent forest. Al of a sudden, we canme round a
corner, and there, in alittle green round the church, was a bevy
of girls in Parisian costunes playing croquet. Their |aughter, and
the holl ow sound of ball and nallet, nade a cheery stir in the

nei ghbour hood; and the | ook of these slimfigures, all corseted and
ri bboned, produced an answerabl e di sturbance in our hearts. W
were within sniff of Paris, it seemed. And here were fenales of
our own species playing croquet, just as if Precy had been a pl ace
inreal life, instead of a stage in the fairyland of travel. For,
to be frank, the peasant woman is scarcely to be counted as a woman
at all, and after having passed by such a succession of people in
petticoats digging and hoei ng and maki ng di nner, this conpany of
coquettes under arnms nmade quite a surprising feature in the

| andscape, and convinced us at once of being fallible nales.

The inn at Precy is the worst inn in France. Not even in Scotland
have | found worse fare. It was kept by a brother and sister

neit her of whomwas out of their teens. The sister, so to speak
prepared a neal for us; and the brother, who had been tippling,
came in and brought with hima tipsy butcher, to entertain us as we
ate. We found pieces of |oo-warm pork anong the sal ad, and pieces
of unknown vyi el di ng substance in the RAGOUT. The butcher
entertained us with pictures of Parisian life, with which he

prof essed hinself well acquainted; the brother sitting the while on
the edge of the billiard-table, toppling precariously, and sucking

the stunp of a cigar. |In the mdst of these diversions, bang went



a drum past the house, and a hoarse voice began issuing a
proclamation. It was a man with nmarionnettes announcing a

performance for that evening.

He had set up his caravan and |ighted his candl es on another part
of the girls' croquet-green, under one of those open sheds which
are so conmon in France to shelter markets; and he and his wife, by
the tine we strolled up there, were trying to keep order with the

audi ence.

It was the nost absurd contention. The show people had set out a
certain nunmber of benches; and all who sat upon themwere to pay a
couple of SQUS for the accomodation. They were always quite ful

- a bunper house - as long as nothing was going forward; but |et

t he show wonan appear with an eye to a collection, and at the first
rattl e of her tanmbourine the audience slipped off the seats, and
stood round on the outside with their hands in their pockets. It
certainly would have tried an angel's tenper. The showran roared
fromthe proscenium he had been all over France, and nowhere,
nowhere, 'not even on the borders of Germany,' had he net with such
m sconduct. Such thieves and rogues and rascals, as he called
them And every now and again, the wife issued on another round,
and added her shrill quota to the tirade. | remarked here, as

el sewhere, how far nore copious is the female mind in the materi al
of insult. The audience |aughed in high good-hunour over the man's
decl amations; but they bridled and cried al oud under the wonan's
pungent sallies. She picked out the sore points. She had the
honour of the village at her nmercy. Voices answered her angrily
out of the crowd, and received a smarting retort for their trouble.
A couple of old | adies beside me, who had duly paid for their
seats, waxed very red and indignant, and di scoursed to each other
audi bly about the inpudence of these nmountebanks; but as soon as

t he show wonman caught a whi sper of this, she was down upon them



with a swoop: if mesdanmes coul d persuade their neighbours to act
wi th common honesty, the nountebanks, she assured them would be
polite enough: nesdanmes had probably had their bow of soup, and
perhaps a glass of wi ne that evening; the nmountebanks al so had a
taste for soup, and did not choose to have their little earnings
stolen fromthem before their eyes. Once, things cane as far as a
brief personal encounter between the showman and sone | ads, in
whi ch the former went down as readily as one of his own

mari onnettes to a peal of jeering |aughter

I was a good deal astonished at this scene, because | ampretty
wel | acquainted with the ways of French strollers, nore or |ess
artistic; and have always found them singul arly pleasing. Any
stroller nust be dear to the right-thinking heart; if it were only
as a living protest against offices and the mercantile spirit, and
as sonmething to remnd us that life is not by necessity the kind of
thing we generally nake it. Even a Gernman band, if you see it

|l eaving town in the early norning for a campaign in country places
anong trees and neadows, has a romantic flavour for the

i magi nati on. There is nobody, under thirty, so dead but his heart
will stir alittle at sight of a gypsies' canp. 'W are not
cotton-spinners all'; or, at least, not all through. There is some
life in humanity yet: and youth will now and again find a brave
word to say in dispraise of riches, and throw up a situation to go

strolling with a knapsack.

An Englishman has al ways special facilities for intercourse with
French gymmasts; for England is the natural hone of gymmasts. This
or that fellow, in his tights and spangles, is sure to know a word
or two of English, to have drunk English AFF-'N AFF, and perhaps
performed in an English nusic-hall. He is a countryman of m ne by
profession. He leaps, like the Bel gian boating nen, to the notion

that I nust be an athlete nyself.



But the gymast is not ny favourite; he has little or no tincture
of the artist in his conposition; his soul is small and pedestrian
for the nost part, since his profession nakes no call upon it, and
does not accustomhimto high ideas. But if a man is only so nuch
of an actor that he can stunble through a farce, he is made free of
a new order of thoughts. He has sonething else to think about

besi de the noney-box. He has a pride of his own, and, what is of
far nmore inportance, he has an aim before himthat he can never
quite attain. He has gone upon a pilgrinmage that will last himhis
life long, because there is no end to it short of perfection. He
will better upon hinself a little day by day; or even if he has
given up the attenpt, he will always remenber that once upon a time
he had conceived this high ideal, that once upon a tine he had
fallen in love with a star. ''Tis better to have loved and | ost.

Al t hough the nmoon shoul d have nothing to say to Endym on, although
he should settle down with Audrey and feed pigs, do you not think
he would nmove with a better grace, and cherish higher thoughts to
the end? The louts he neets at church never had a fancy above
Audrey's snood; but there is a renminiscence in Endynmion's heart

that, like a spice, keeps it fresh and haughty.

To be even one of the outskirters of art, |eaves a fine stanp on a
man' s countenance. | renmenber once dining with a party in the inn
at Chateau Landon. Most of them were unm stakabl e bagnen; others
wel | -to-do peasantry; but there was one young fellow in a bl ouse,
whose face stood out fromanong the rest surprisingly. It |ooked
nmore finished; nore of the spirit |ooked out through it; it had a
living, expressive air, and you could see that his eyes took things
in. M conpanion and | wondered greatly who and what he coul d be.
It was fair-tinme in Chateau Landon, and when we went along to the
boot hs, we had our question answered; for there was our friend

busily fiddling for the peasants to caper to. He was a wandering



violinist.

A troop of strollers once came to the inn where | was staying, in
the departnment of Seine et Marne. There was a father and nother
two daughters, brazen, blowsy hussies, who sang and acted, w thout
an idea of how to set about either; and a dark young man, like a
tutor, a recalcitrant house-painter, who sang and acted not aniss.
The not her was the genius of the party, so far as genius can be
spoken of with regard to such a pack of inconpetent hunbugs; and
her husband could not find words to express his admration for her
comc countryman. 'You should see ny old wonman,' said he, and
nodded hi s beery countenance. One night they perfornmed in the
stable-yard, with flaring lanmps - a wetched exhibition, coldly

| ooked upon by a village audi ence. Next night, as soon as the

| anps were lighted, there cane a plunp of rain, and they had to
sweep away their baggage as fast as possible, and make off to the
barn where they harboured, cold, wet, and supperless. 1|n the

norni ng, a dear friend of mine, who has as warma heart for
strollers as | have nyself, made a little collection, and sent it
by nmy hands to confort themfor their disappointnent. | gave it to
the father; he thanked nme cordially, and we drank a cup together in

the kitchen, talking of roads, and audi ences, and hard ti nes.

When | was going, up got my old stroller, and off with his hat. I

amafraid,' said he, '"that Mnsieur will think ne altogether a

beggar; but | have another demand to make upon him' | began to
hate himon the spot. 'W play again to-night,' he went on. 'O
course, | shall refuse to accept any nore noney from Monsi eur and
his friends, who have been already so liberal. But our progranmre

of to-night is sonething truly creditable; and I cling to the idea
that Monsieur will honour us with his presence.' And then, with a
shrug and a smile: ' Monsieur understands - the vanity of an

artist!' Save the mark! The vanity of an artist! That is the



kind of thing that reconciles ne to life: a ragged, tippling,
i nconpetent old rogue, with the manners of a gentleman, and the

vanity of an artist, to keep up his self-respect!

But the nan after ny own heart is M de Vauversin. It is nearly
two years since | saw himfirst, and indeed | hope | nmay see him
often again. Here is his first programme, as | found it on the

breakfast-tabl e, and have kept it ever since as a relic of bright

days:

" MESDAMES ET MESSI EURS

" MADEMO SELLE FERRARI O ET M DE VAUVERSI N AURONT L' HONNEUR DE

CHANTER CE SO R LES MORCEAUX SUI VANTS.

" MADERMO SELLE FERRARI O CHANTERA - M GNON - O SEAUX LEGERS - FRANCE

- DES FRANCAI S DORMENT LA - LE CHATEAU BLEU - QU VOULEZ- VOUS ALLER?

"M DE VAUVERSI N - MADAME FONTAINE ET M ROBI NET - LES PLONGEURS A
CHEVAL - LE MARI MECONTENT - TAIS-TO, GAM N - MON VO SIN

L' ORIG NAL - HEUREUX COMME CA - COMMVE ON EST TROWPE.'

They made a stage at one end of the SALLE- A- MANGER. And what a
sight it was to see M de Vauversin, with a cigarette in his nouth,
twanging a guitar, and follow ng Madenviselle Ferrario's eyes with
the obedient, kindly look of a dog! The entertainnent wound up
with a tonbola, or auction of lottery tickets: an adnirable
anusenment, with all the excitenent of ganbling, and no hope of gain
to nake you ashaned of your eagerness; for there, all is |loss; you
make haste to be out of pocket; it is a conmpetition who shall |ose

nmost noney for the benefit of M de Vauversin and Madenvoi sell e



Ferrari o.

M de Vauversin is a snmall man, with a great head of black hair, a
vi vaci ous and engaging air, and a snile that would be delightful if
he had better teeth. He was once an actor in the Chatelet; but he
contracted a nervous affection fromthe heat and glare of the
footlights, which unfitted himfor the stage. At this crisis
Madenoi sel |l e Ferrario, otherwi se Madenviselle Rita of the Al cazar,
agreed to share his wandering fortunes. 'I| could never forget the
generosity of that lady,' said he. He wears trousers so tight that
it has long been a problemto all who knew hi m how he nanages to
get in and out of them He sketches a little in water-colours; he
wites verses; he is the nost patient of fishernmen, and spent |ong
days at the bottomof the inn-garden fruitlessly dabbling a line in

the clear river.

You shoul d hear himrecounting his experiences over a bottle of

wi ne; such a pleasant vein of talk as he has, with a ready snile at
his own m shaps, and every now and then a sudden gravity, like a
man who shoul d hear the surf roar while he was telling the perils
of the deep. For it was no | onger ago than | ast night, perhaps,
that the receipts only anounted to a franc and a half, to cover
three francs of railway fare and two of board and | odging. The
Maire, a man worth a nmillion of nmoney, sat in the front seat,
repeatedly applauding Mle. Ferrario, and yet gave no nore than
three SOUS the whol e evening. Local authorities |look with such an
evil eye upon the strolling artist. Alas! |I knowit well, who have
been nysel f taken for one, and pitilessly incarcerated on the
strength of the mi sapprehension. Once, M de Vauversin visited a
commi ssary of police for permission to sing. The conmmi ssary, who
was snmoking at his ease, politely doffed his hat upon the singer's
entrance. 'M. Conmissary,' he began, '|l aman artist.' And on

went the conmissary's hat again. No courtesy for the conpani ons of



Apoll o! 'They are as degraded as that,' said M de Vauversin with

a sweep of his cigarette.

But what pleased nme nost was one outbreak of his, when we had been
talking all the evening of the rubs, indignities, and pinchings of
his wandering life. Sone one said, it would be better to have a
nmllion of noney down, and Mle. Ferrario adnmtted that she would
prefer that mghtily. *'EH BIEN, MJO NON, - not |I,"' cried De
Vauversin, striking the table with his hand. 'If any one is a
failure in the world, is it not I? | had an art, in which | have
done things well - as well as sone - better perhaps than others;
and now it is closed against me. | nust go about the country

gat hering coppers and singing nonsense. Do you think | regret ny

life? Do you think I would rather be a fat burgess, like a calf?
Not I! 1 have had nonents when | have been appl auded on the
boards: | think nothing of that; but |I have known in ny own mind

sometines, when | had not a clap fromthe whol e house, that | had
found a true intonation, or an exact and speaking gesture; and
then, nessieurs, | have known what pleasure was, what it was to do
athing well, what it was to be an artist. And to know what art
is, is to have an interest for ever, such as no burgess can find in
his petty concerns. TENEZ, MESSIEURS, JE VAIS VOUS LE DIRE - it is

like a religion.

Such, making sone all owance for the tricks of nenory and the

i naccuraci es of translation, was the profession of faith of M de
Vauversin. | have given himhis own nane, |est any other wanderer
shoul d cone across him with his guitar and cigarette, and

Madenoi sell e Ferrario; for should not all the world delight to
honour this unfortunate and | oyal follower of the Mises? My
Apoll o send himrinmes hitherto undreaned of; may the river be no

| onger scanty of her silver fishes to his lure; may the cold not

pinch himon long winter rides, nor the village jack-in-office



affront himw th unseemy nmanners; and nay he never niss
Madenoi sell e Ferrario fromhis side, to followwith his dutiful

eyes and acconpany on the guitar

The marionnettes made a very dismal entertainnent. They perforned
a piece, called PYRAMJUS AND THI SBE, in five nortal acts, and all
witten in Alexandrines fully as long as the perfornmers. One

mari onnette was the king; another the w cked counsellor; a third,
credited with exceptional beauty, represented Thisbe; and then
there were guards, and obdurate fathers, and wal ki ng gentl enen.
Not hi ng particul ar took place during the two or three acts that |
sat out; but you will he pleased to learn that the unities were
properly respected, and the whol e piece, with one exception, noved
in harnmony with classical rules. That exception was the comc
countryman, a |ean nmarionnette in wooden shoes, who spoke in prose
and in a broad PATO S nuch appreciated by the audi ence. He took
unconstitutional liberties with the person of his sovereign; kicked
his fellow marionnettes in the nouth with his wooden shoes, and
whenever none of the versifying suitors were about, nade |love to

Thi sbe on his own account in comc prose.

This fellow s evolutions, and the little prologue, in which the
shownan nmade a hunorous eul ogium of his troop, praising their
indifference to appl ause and hisses, and their single devotion to
their art, were the only circunstances in the whole affair that you
could fancy would so nuch as raise a snile. But the villagers of
Precy seenmed delighted. Indeed, so long as a thing is an

exhi bition, and you pay to see it, it is nearly certain to anuse

If we were charged so nuch a head for sunsets, or if God sent round
a drum before the hawt horns cane in flower, what a work shoul d we
not nmake about their beauty! But these things, |ike good

conpani ons, stupid people early cease to observe: and the Abstract

Bagnman tittups past in his spring gig, and is positively not aware



of the flowers along the Iane, or the scenery of the weather

over head.

BACK TO THE WORLD

OF the next two days' sail little remains in ny mnd, and nothing
what ever in nmy note-book. The river streamed on steadily through
pl easant river-side | andscapes. Washerwonen in blue dresses,
fishers in blue bl ouses, diversified the green banks; and the
relation of the two colours was |like that of the flower and the
leaf in the forget-me-not. A synphony in forget-ne-not; | think
Theophil e Gautier mght thus have characterised that two days
panorama. The sky was bl ue and cloudl ess; and the sliding surface
of the river held up, in snmooth places, a mrror to the heaven and
the shores. The washerwonen hail ed us |aughingly; and the noise of
trees and water nade an acconpani ment to our dozing thoughts, as we

fl eeted down the stream

The great volune, the indefatigable purpose of the river, held the
mnd in chain. It seenmed now so sure of its end, so strong and
easy inits gait, like a growm man full of determi nation. The surf

was roaring for it on the sands of Havre.

For nmy own part, slipping along this noving thoroughfare in ny
fiddl e-case of a canoe, | also was beginning to grow aweary for ny

ocean. To the civilised nman, there nust cone, sooner or later, a

desire for civilisation. | was weary of dipping the paddle; | was
weary of living on the skirts of life; | wished to be in the thick
of it once nore; | wished to get to work; | w shed to neet people

who understood ny own speech, and could neet with ne on equa



terms, as a man, and no longer as a curiosity.

And so a letter at Pontoise decided us, and we drew up our keels
for the last time out of that river of G se that had faithfully
piloted them through rain and sunshine, for so long. For so nany
nmles had this fleet and footl ess beast of burthen charioted our
fortunes, that we turned our back upon it with a sense of
separation. W had nade a | ong detour out of the world, but now we
were back in the fanmiliar places, where life itself makes all the
running, and we are carried to neet adventure wi thout a stroke of
the paddle. Now we were to return, like the voyager in the play,
and see what rearrangenents fortune had perfected the while in our
surroundi ngs; what surprises stood ready made for us at hone; and
whi ther and how far the world had voyaged in our absence. You nay
paddl e all day long; but it is when you come back at nightfall, and
look in at the famliar room that you find Love or Death awaiting
you beside the stove; and the nost beautiful adventures are not

those we go to seek.

End



